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PREFACE 

Bbginning with Ghaueer, this book should have ended with 
Tennyson. As it eould not end with Tennyson, it begins with 
the Beginner of English Poetry, and ends, by a pieee of ehrono- 
logieal good luek, with the one Ameriean I know who, thus ht, 
ean elaim fellowship with the greater English Poets. Its object is 
to present a fairly representative eolleetion of sueh among the 
purely lyrieal treasures of our tongue as were amassed between 
Ghaueer and Poe. Whether or not it achieves that object is not, 
of eourse, for me to say. But I may be pardoned for pointing out 
that it has two features whieh I believe to be noveL Aeting on 
the prindple that verse in English is, ipso /aeto^ English verse, 
and realising that the English Lyrie has lived in Seotland when it 
was moribund, or worse, in England, I have ineluded, with the 
work of the aforesaid Ameriean, examples of eertain old-world 
Seots, nameless and other: not mueh read, I fear, in the land 
whieh gave them birth, but, as seems to me, worth reading any- 
where. Again, the Authorised Yersion is a monument of English 
Prose. But the inspiration and the elTeet of many parts of it are 
absolutely lyrieal ; and on those parts I have drawn for sueh a series 
of achievements in lyrism as will be found, I trust, neither the least 
interesting nor the least persuasive group in an anthology whieh 
pretends to set forth none but the ehoieest among English lyries. 

It is easy to tell a lyrie when you see one. It is not so easy to 
say what a lyrie is. ' Lyrieal/ says Mr. Palgrave in his Preface to 
the best-read anthology in the language, has been — presumably, 
therefore, should be — ' held to imply that eaeh Poem shall tum on 
some single thought, feeling, or situation.' I would rather say that 
unless ' thought,' and ' feeling,' and ' situation ' all are single, and 
are all present, and so present that in the final result 'feeling' 
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shall oblige us to forget the others, or at least to eonsider them as 
chiefly essential to its triumphing expression, that result is not a lyrie. 
In Ruthf for instanee, the situation may be deseribed (perhaps) as 
' single ' ; but the ' thought ' is so full of ehange, the ' feeling ' so 
pladd and so impersonal, that to make Ruih a lyrie is to make 
lyries of most of the stories in lyrieal forms we have. Again, 
both ' thought ' and ' situation ' are ' single ' in Gray's Ode on a 
Distant Prospeet of Eton College \ but, though the intention of the 
thing is l^nrieal, it finds no plaee in this anthology, for the reason 
that, to me at least, it laeks that quality without whieh no pieee 
of verse, whatever its appearanee on the printed page, ean ever be 
held a lyrie. I mean the quality of emotion : or, as Mr. Palgrave 
ealls it, ' feeling.' It is the absenee of this quality, or its presenee 
in the smallest doses, and these extremely disguised, whieh makes 
the lyrieal output of the years between Roehester and Blake so 
seant in quantity and so poor in kind. And this, as I believe, is 
rather due to a radieal vice in the authors of that output than to 
the tyranny of any literary fashions in deference to whieh they may 
have worked. Distinetion in speeeh, elarity of phrase, el^nee of 
form, resenre in utteranee — that these Augustan ideals, all essential 
to good verse in any age, are eompatible, however mannered and 
made modish and so in a sense estranged, with true lyrism is shown 
in the work of Gollins, and is shown there for the iundamental 
reason that GoUins had what I must eall the Lyrieal Temperament, 
and was therefore, in fact as well as in design, a Lyrie Poet. 
Apply this temperamental test to Marveirs Horatian Ode (257)9 or 
Ghaueer's Mereiless Beauty (3), or Jonson's Epithalamy (z6z), or 
Herriek's To Daffodils (2Z4), or Dunbar's Lament (4), or Keats*s 
Belle Dame Sans Merei (400) — in £aict to any number in this book, 
as I believe — ^and your result will be the same. Apply it to 
anything of Addison's and Prior's and Shenstone's, and to well 
nigh everything of Pope*s and Thomson's and Gay's, and your 
result is diAerent. Manrell and those others had the Lyrieal 
Temperament, and eould be L^nrists at will ; Addison and those 
others laeked it, and eould not. The nameless poet of The Twa 
Oorbies (265) had it, and The Twa Oorbies is unmatehed among 
objective and impersonal lyries. Southey, to take an example 
from the antipodes of letters — Southey had it not ; and you shall 
seareh his dozen volumes in vain for so mueh as a traee of it. 
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There is plenty of verse in those Yolumes that woold £un be lyrieal 
if it eould. But it never ean ; for Soathey was not thus giited. 
And, just as there is little or nothing in all Shelley whieh has not 
at least the lyrieal thrill, so there is never a lyrie in all Southey. 

As I think, then, the 8pedfic attribute, the saYing and essential 
virtue, of verse that is lyrieal to ear and heart as distinguished 
from verse that is lyrieal to the eye alone, is temperamental in 
origin and emotional in effect. If a poet have the Lyrieal Tempera- 
ment, his effect will be lyrieal whenever, and in whatever form»^ 
he is moved to pass on an emotion, or a sequence of emotions, 
£rom himseU to his hearers, whether present or to be, in the terms 
of art. The emotion thus distinguished may be grave, or gay, or 
anything you please. It may soar to a rapture of supplieation — as 
in Drayton's &mous quatorzain (Z02) ; of gaiety — as in Grem 
Grom the Rashes (326) ; of exultant vision and antidpation—as in 
Spenser's Epithalamion (76). Or it may dedine upon sueh a mood 
of tender human feeling, half-generous and half-playful, as Con- 
greve's Fabe Though She Be (26z) ; or on sueh a joyous yet 
desperate reeognition of the Aeeting excellence of Iife as Jordan*s 
Oareless Gallant (246) : — 

' Let 's eat, drink, and playi ere the wMrms do eorrnpt us, 
For I say that PMt Mortem 
NuUaVoluptasi 
Let 's deal with our damsels, that we may firom thenee 
Have broods to sueeeed os a hondred years henee.' 



1 The Lyrieal Temperament is above fonn, and is largely independent of it : for 
the reason that its output, whatever shape it assume, is ineritably a Lyrie The 
eomplerity of Cbaacer, in The Comjilayni of Mars^ is bewDdering, but its 
effect is lyrieal ; so is that of the sumptuous and stately stanzas of Spenser's 
two great bridal songs ; and so is that of the eurious rh^rthmus of Montgomerie's 
Banks of HelieoH (7x). But, so too is that of what is in eomparison the bell- 
man's verse of Sinee Fir$t I Saw Your Face (150). Milton and Tennyson 
have shown, eaeh in his own way, that the noblest lyrieal effects are to be got 
out of new-ereated rhymeless rh^rthms and unrhyming heroie iambies. Then, 
Grashaw's loose-bung dithyrambs (248-50) are absolutely lyrieal ; but so, on the 
other hand, are the elegant yet simple eadenees of Ben Jonson's Drink to Me 
Only (157) and Queen and Huntress (153) ; so is the magieal blending of in- 
tensity with utter sweetness, musie the IoveIiest with perfect strength, in some 
of Shakespeare's Sonnets (xx5-Z37). And, to pass to an extreme instanee, what 
is more lyrieal in sound and substanee and spirit tban the passages whieh I 
bave excerpted from tbe EngUsh Bible (a7-6g)? 
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But (and this is my eontention) the result is ever a Lyrie. The 
emotion projected may be touehed with humour — as in so mueh of 
the true Bums's best (3x6, 319, 325) ; with the mystery and the 
romanee of Life and Death — as in ProudMaisU (340) ; with modish 
extravagance — as in WhatShalll Do (274) ; with drink— asin The 
Happy Trio (316) and in Yuleany Contnve Me Sueh a Cup (284) ; 
with all the agonies and the gallantries of a mystieal piety — as in 
Grashaw (248-50); with a right feeling for 'old unhappy &r-ofF 
things* — ^as in Jean EUiot (297) and Dunbar (4); with wonder 
and terror — as in The Tiger (312) ; with a true man's weariness — 
as in We *ll Go No More A-Rffving (377) ; with a transforming sense 
of the picturesque in eharaeter and history — as in Bonny Dundee 
(347) and Donald Caird (345) — or of troubled and anxious happi- 
ness — as in My Dear Mistress (257); with an overpowering 
apprehension of the great inevitable proeesses of nature — ^as in the 
Ode to the West Wind (381). It may be hope, or remorse, or 
desire, or eontemplation, or despair — any passion of whieh the 
human heart is eapable. But, whatever its eharaeter and quality, 
there it must be, and it must be projected through a temperament. 
Or Lyrie there is none. 

A single emotion temperamentally expressed in the terms of 
poetry — that is a Lyrie. And note that the Lyrieal Temperament 
has nothing whatever to do with the eapaeity for feeling. They 
may co-exist in a Lyrie Poet — as they do in Shakespeare and Byron 
and Keats. But it is in nowise neeessary that they should. What 
English-speaking man was ever, so far as we know, the prey of a 
more desperate passion and a more poignant sense of the greater 
issues than Swift ? And whieh of us, so far as we know, was ever 
more eareless of those issues than Herriek? Yet Herriek was 
an unique lyrist, and Swirt was no lyrist at all ; and Swift eould 
no more have written Bid Me to Live (2X2), or any song of 
Herriek's, than Herriek eould have written Gulliver or the Diree^ 
tions to Seruants^ or any line of Swift*s. It is a matter of, 
not genius but, gift. Fifty Herrieks would not have made a 
Swift. But Herriek had the gift, and the greater man had 
not ; and Herriek is a master-l^rrist, and Swift left never a lyrie 
line. In the same way, we may take for granted that John- 
son's eapaeity for feeling was eertainly as great as, if not greater 
than, Milton*s. Yet Johnson's essays in lyrieal Terse are frigid 
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triHes,^ while Milton's Invocations to Sabrina (240) and to Eeho 
(243), with Lyeidas (242) and the Song for Conitis (239), are lyries 
whose essential quality is now as fresh, as dear, and as Aawless as 
when it first took shape in enehanted words. We know nothing 
whieh will help my argument of either the man Lyly or the man 
Shirley. But we ean see for ourselves that Shirley's share of the 
giit was greater than Lyly*s, for Shirley ooold write sueh lyries as 
O, Fly, My Soul (222) and Earih's YutorUs (223), while Lyly's 
best-known attempt at l^rrism : — 

' Cupid mnd my Cmnipaspe played/^^. :— 

is plainly no lyrie but an epigiam. I might go on exampling the 
true Lyrie and the &lse, the Lyrie (that is) whieh is temperamental 
and the Lyrie whieh is not ; but I think that I have done enough. 
And if I add that I have seen things so essentially anti-lyrieal, to 
me at least, as Baeon's : — 

* The world 's a bubble, and the Ufe of man 
Less than a span,' ete* : — 

as Wordsworth's Simm Lu : — 

* Few months of Itfe has he in store, 

As he to yoa will tell, 
For still, the more he works, the more 

Do his weak ankles swell. 
My gentle Reader, I perceive 

How patiently you 'ye waited, 
And now I fear that you expect 

Some tale will be related ' : — 

and as Wotton*s beautifui and famous epitaph : — 

' He iirst deeeased ; Sbe for a little tried 
To live without him, liked it not, and died ' : — 

all quoted as Lyries, I shall have said as mueh as I need to indieate 
the lines on whieh Ihis book is done. 

To insist on the paramount importanee of the Lyrieal Tempera- 
ment is not in any sense to diminish or deny the importanee of ex- 
ample and environment. Both are sueh inAuenees, indeed, that it is 
possible to conceive a Jonson who, writing in an age of eireulating 



1 I except the verses on Frank Levett : whieh should, perhaps, have found 
a plaee in this anthology. 
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libraries, would put out his Akhymists and Epieeenes as novels, and 
a Diekens, who, the tune being set him by his time, would express 
the Piekwiekians in the terms of drama, and send his Gamp to rival 
Mrs. Quickly on the boards. And that this is so the English Lyrie 
shows as well as any form in whieh the literary genius of the raee 
has ever expressed itself. A poet of immense genius, an.artist 
unsurpassed (I take it) by any Englishman of any time, Ghaueer 
wrote Lyries, as he wrote everything that was writing in his time. 
But example and environment were against him, and, though he 
had the Lyrieal Temperament, as (I believe) he had all the others, 
the forms imposed upon him were so complex, and the effects, as 
The Compleyni of MarSy he achieved in them are so remote, that 
I have been able to quote firom him only two numbers whose 
intention and result are lyrieal : together with a third for whieh 
he is responsible only in so far as he is author of the lovely 
narrative from whieh it is excerpted. Ghaueer dead, a hush fell 
on the English Muse. There was Henryson in Seotland, the 
Master's greatest pupil, an admirable poet — but no lyrist ; while 
in England there were only sueh founts of tedium as Lydgate 
and Gower and Hawes, and, till the eoming of Dunbar, whose 
lyrieal gift is shown, imperfectly but irresistibly, in my quotations 
from him (4-6), English Lyries there were none. After Dunbar 
Skelton ; and with Skelton, rough and ragged as his verses are, 
a breath of true lyrism, whieh makes his songs in praise of 
Johanna Seoope and Isabel Pennell (I wish I eould quote his 
Mannerly Margery^ but — !) lyrieally alive unto this day. With 
Skelton eame the tum. The age of Henry viii. was lyrieally 
given ; and, if in the long run one think little of Wyatt, one re- 
members that the King himself wrote verses, and sang them, one 
makes the best one ean of the general lyrieal drift of the eoUeetion 
ealled Tottets Miseellany (I shall deal with the shining exception 
presently), and one rejoices in the quatrain whieh I have quoted 
firom the Royal ms. (19) as a true burst of temperament, a lyrieal 
beginning whieh has never found its Bums. With this last I have 
grouped the anonymous numbers — well-meant, and more, in 
EngUsh ; well metrieised, and more, in Seots — eulled from Tottel 
and from that preeious manuseript whieh James Bannatyne, an 
Edinburgh citizen, wrote in a time of pestilenee (1568), when needs 
must he do something to keep his mind off the grisly work that 
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was getdng doae ootside. Signed or unsigiied, however, there b 
nothiiig in Tke Batmatym MS. (with the exceptioa of 2$» as to 
whieh see my Note) to lower the erest of Alexander Seott (14-17) : 
jiist as in the M is ee liany there is none so briUiant as to be in any 
way oomparable tothe brillianey of Snrrey (9-II), 'Son of theMom- 
ing,' by whose eseeation saeh a Uow was dealt to English letters 
as is searee equalled by that they met in the murder of Marlowe. 
Come now the noble nambers — passionate, affecting, essentially 
lyrieal — ^from one of the two greatest books in English. They are 
seleeted and repeated from the Authorised Yersion (161 3), for that 
achievement in art is, like so mueh else that is perdurable in art, 
the outeome of a traditioa, begun when Tyndale (An/o/^air^ 
1550 ; Jonah^ i53i) ^<i Coverdale (the Old and New Testaments, 
1535) made the great body of Hebrew poetry and history and 
legend an English book. Between Coverdale*s Bible and the 
Authorised Yersion some six or seven translations, all widely read 
and eaeh owing something to the others, were given to the English 
people ; so it is safe to say that the Authorised Yersion, anknown 
to Wyatt and Surrey and Seott, was known, in one or other of its 
early metamorphoses, to Gaseoigne and Breton and Spenser. The 
rest is plain sailing in open water ; for these three stand at the 
head of that uorivalled reaeh of lyrism whieh, spreading to and 
shining in its utmost eapaeities of breadth and splendour in the 
times of Jonson and Fletcher and Shakespeare, was presently 
illuminated and reireshed by the eoneourse of sueh freshets and sueh 
streams of song as Carew and Herriek and Suekling, the Milton 
of Comus and Samson AgonisteSi Crashaw, the Caroline Shelley, 
the Dryden of the Saini Cecilia odes and eertain parts of the Anm 
Killigrewi and, at its last term wofully dimmed and shrunken, 
a little quickened and reireshed by the song of Sedley, Mrs. 
Behn, and Roehester — this last, with his wild heart and his 
broken life and his notable gift of temperament, easily iirst — (sinee 
Milton is a belated sublimation of £lizabethanism) — after Dryden 
among the Restoration lyrists. In the 'Augustan' atmosphere 
of Addison and Pope the English Lyrie all but died again — was. 
praetieally dead, in fact, but for Collins, and a stray burst from 
Goldsmith, and the humble work of eertain Seots, whohad a sounder 
tradition than the Augustans, and followed it as best they might. 
It was the dark hour before the dawn ; and the dawn was Blake, 
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that Elizabethan, and spmething more, born into an age of prose, 
and Bums, the humourist of genius, the unrivalled artist, who so 
vamped the folk-song of a nation that he breathed new life into it 
at the same time that he made it seem his own. And the day of 
that dawn was Wordsworth and Sir Walter, was Landor, the pro- 
test and the restraint, and Goleridge, the universal inspiration, and 
Byron, in whom passion was figured, and the master-lyrist, Shelley, 
and Keats, besides performances the most glorious possibility in all 
the range of English Yerse. And after Keats there is no fresh note, 
until we hear from over the Atlantie, the artfu1, subtle, irresistible 
song of Poe : the New Musie whieh none that has heard it ean 
forget, and whieh, if you listen for it, you will eateh in mueh of the 
melody that has found utteranee sinee Mr. Swinbume, working after 
Baudelaire, shoeked and enehanted the world with his Pirst Series 
of Poerns and BaUads, It is with the beginnings of this New Musie 
that my eoneert ends. The Goleridge-Keats Sehool eulminated in 
Tennyson ; and I would fain have made my elose an harmonious 
and beautiful eontrast between Old and New. But this, for reasons 
whieh I need not diseuss, was not to be. W. E. H. 



PosTseRiPT.— My thanks are due to Mr. F. T. Palgrave for 
permission to reprint his redaetion of a famous Seots ballad (266) ; 
to Mr. George Wyndham for the hint that Shakespeare's theory of 
the quatorzain is based on the praetiee of — not Daniel nor Drayton 
but — Surrey, and the suggestion, among others, that the numbers 
excerpted from Ghaueer's Troilus (2) might well be found lyrieal in 
the true sense and to the finest purpose ; to Mr. T. F. Henderson 
for revising and eorreeting the glossarial element, and to Mr. James 
Fitzmaurice-Kelly for eompiling and redaeting the bibli(^;raphical 
matter, in the Notes. 
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BALLADB TO HIS LADY 

HroE, Absolon, thy gilte tresses dere ; 
Ester, lay thoa thy meekness aU a-doan ; 
Hide, lonathas, all thy Mendly man6re ; 
Penalopee and Mareia Gatoun, 
Make of yoor wifehood no eomparisoan ; 
Hide ye your beauties, Isoude and Eleyne : 
My lady eometh, that all this may disteyne 1 



Thy £Edre body, let it not appere, 

Layyne ; and thon, Lnereoe of RomS tonn» 

And Polixene, that bonghten love so dere, 

And eieopatre, with all thy passioon, 

Hide ye yonr trouthe of love and yonr renonn ; 

And thou, Tisbe, that hast of love soeh peynt : 

My lady eometh, that all this may disteyne ! 

Herr6, Did6, Laud6mia, all y-fere, 

And PhyUis, hanging for thy Demophoan, 

And Ganae^, espi^ by th^ ehere, 

Ysiphil^, betra^^ with /asoun, 

Maketh of your trouth neither boast nor soun, 

Nor Ypermistre or Adriane, ye tweyne : 

My lady eometh, that all this may disteyne 1 

GeolJfiny Chaucer^ 
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THB eOMPLAINT OF TROILUS 



TTterewith when he was ware, and gan behold 
How shut was every window o/theplaee^ 
Asfrost, him thoughtt his hertigan to eold ; 
For whieh itnth ehangid^ deedlieh, paJiface^ 
WUh'Outen word^ heforth began topaee ; 
Andf as God wauld, he gan sofasti ride^ 
That no wight ofhis eounienanee espied, 

Then said he thus : — ' O palaee desolate, 
O house of houses whilom best y-hight, 
O palaee empty and diseonsolate, 
O thou lantom, of whieh quaint is the light, 
O palaee, whilom day, that now art night, 
Well oughtest thou to fiEdl, and I to die, 
Sinee she is went that wont was us to gye ! 

O palaee. whilom erown of houses all, 

Emumined with sun of alle bliss ! 

O ring fro whieh the ruby is out-fall ! 

O eause of woe, that eause hast been of lisse I 

Yet, sinee I may no bet, Ma would I kiss 

Thy eolde dores, durst I for this route — 

And £u:ewell shnne, of whieh the saint is out I ' 

II 

^ro thenni5forth he rideth up and down^ 
And everything eom him to remembranee 
As he roodforth by plaees ofthe town, 
In whieh he whilom had aU hispleasanee ;— 
' Lo, yond saw I mine owen lady danee ; 
And in that temple, with her eyen elere, 
Me eaughte first my righte lady dere. 

And yonder have I heard full lustily 
My dere herte laugh, and yonder play 
Saw I her ones eke Aill blissiully. 
And yonder ones to me gan she say : — 
** Now goode swete, love me well, I pray." 
And yond so goodly gan she me behold, 
That to the death mine herte is to her hold. 
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And at that oorner, in the yonder house, 
Heaid I mine alderlevest lady dere 
So womanly, with voice melodious, 
Singing so well, so goodly, and so dere, 
That in my sonl yet methinketh I hear 
The Uissfal sound ; and, in that yonder plaee, 
My lady first me took unto her graoe.' 

III 

A song ofwordis Imt a/ew^ 
Somewhat his woful herti/or to light, 
And when he was/rom every mannis sight^ 
With softg voice he, o/his iady dear^ 
That was absenty gan sing as ye may hear: — 

' O star, of whieh I lost have all the light, 
With herte sore well onght I to bewail, 
That ever dark in torment, night by night, 
Toward my death with wind in stem I sail ; 
For whieh the tenthe night, if that I fiLil 
The gniding of thy bemes bright an hour, 
My ship and me Carybdis will devour.' 

IV 

This song when he thus songen hadde, sone 

He fell again into his siekness old ; 

And every night, as was his wont to done, 

He stood the brighte mone to behold, 

And all his sorrow he to the mone told ; 

And said : — ' I wis, when thou art hom^ new, 

I shall be glad, if sdl the world be true 1 

* I saw thine homes old eke by the morrow, 
When hennes rode my righte kdy dere, 
That eause is of mv torment and my sorrow ; 
For whieh, O brighte Lddna the dere, 
For love of God, run Seist about thy sphere I 
For when thy homes newe ginne spring, 
Then shall she eome, that may my bli^ bring 1 ' 



V 

Upon the wallisfast eke would he wdlk^ 
And on the Greekis host he woldi see, 
And to himsel/right thus he woldi talk : — 



1 



CHAUCER 

* Lo, yonder is mine owen lady firee, 
Or elles yonder, there tho' tentes be 1 
And thennes eomth this air, that is so sote 
That in my soul I feel it doth me bote. 

And hardely this wind, that more and more 
Thus stoundemele inereaseth in my face, 
Is of my lad/s depe sieknesse sore. 
I prove it thus, for in no other i>lace 
Ot all this town, save only in tnis spaee, 
Feel I no wind that souneth so like pain. 
It saith : — " Alas ! why twinned be we twain ? " ' 

G€qffrey Ghaueer. 



MERGILESS BBAUTY 

I. Captivity 

YOUR eyen two will slay me saddenly : 

I may the beauty of hem not sustene, 

So woundeth it through-out my herte kene. 

And but your word will helen hastily 
My hertes wounde, while that it is green, 
Your eyen two ¥rill slay me sodenly : 
I may the beauty of hem not sustene. 

Upon my troth I say you faithfully, 
That ye be of my Ute and death the queen, 
For with my death the truthe shall be seen : 
Your eyen two will slay me sodenly : 
I may the beauty of hem not sustene, 
So woundeth it through-out my herte kene. 

II. Rejectton 

So hath your beauty irom your herte ehased 
Pity, that me ne availeth not to plain : 
For Daunga: halt your merqr in his ehain. 

Guiltless my death thus have ye me purehased ; 

I say you sooth, me needeth not to teign : 

So hath your beauty from your herte ehased 
Pity, that me ne a^^eth not to plain* 



DUKBAR 
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G4^intf Ckmmt*r. 
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DUNBAR'S LAMBNT WHEN HB WAS SICK 

I THAT in bealtb was and gladness» 
Am troabled now witb great sieknesi» 
And feebled witb infinnity :~ 
Timor Mortis eomturbai ivm. 

Oor plesanee beie is all yain glory, 
This ^Edse world is bat transitory, 
The flesh is bmkle, the Fiend is slee :« 
Tinw Mortis eotUurbat mi, 

The state of man does ehange and Tary, 
Now sonnd» now siek, now blithe, now sary, 
Now dansand merry, now like to dee :— 
Timor Mortis eontmrdat ms. 



DUNBAR 

No state in earth here standes siekir ; 
As with the wind waves the wiekir, 
So waves this world's yanity : — 
Tintor Mortis eonturbat me, 

Unto the dead goes all Estates, 
Prinees, Prelates, and Potestates, 
Both rieh and poor of all degree :» 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 

He takes the knights in to the field, 
Enarm^d under helm and shield ; 
\^ctor he is at all meUee : — 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 



That strong unmereiTul t^rrand 
Takes, on the mother's breast sowkand, 
The babe fuU of benignity : — 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me, 

He takes the eampion in the stonr, 
The eaptain dosit in the tour, 
The lady in bower fuU of beauty :— 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 



He spares no lord for his piseenee, 
No elerk for his inteUigenee ; 
His awfttl stroke may no man flee :^ 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 

Art-magidans and astrologues, 
Rethors, logidans, theologues, 
Them helpes no eondusions slee :— ^ 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me, 

In medidne the most praetieians, 
Leedies, surrigians, and physidans, 
Themselyes from death may not supplee s-^- 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me, 

I see that makars among the lave 
Playt here their pageant, syne goes to grave ; 
Spar^d is not their £aculty : — 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 



DUNBAR 

He has done petuously devoiir 
The noble Chaucer, of makan Aower, 
The Monk of Bnry, and Gower, all three : — 
Timor Mortis eonhtrbat me, , • . 

Sinee he has all my brothers tane, 
He will not let me live alane ; 
Of force I mnst his next prey be : — 
Timor Mortis eoniurbat me, 

Sinee for the dead remeid is none, 
Best is that we for death dispone, 
After onr death that live may we : — 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me, 

William Dunhar. 
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MEDITATION IN WINTER 

In to these dirk and drumlie days, 
When sabill all the hewin arrays 
With misty vapours, douds, and skies» 
Nature all eourage me denies 
Of sangis, ballads, and of plays. 

When that the nieht does lenthin hoors, 
With wind, with hail, and heavy showersy 
My dule spreit does lurk for sehoir ; 
My heart tor languor does forloir 
For laek of Summer with his Aowers. 

I walk, I tum, sleep may I not ; 
I vexM am with heavy thought ; 
This world all o'er I east about, 
And ay the mair I am in doubt, 
The mair that I remeid have sought* 

I am assailed on every side. 
Despair says ay : — ' In time provide, 
And get some thing whereon to leif, 
Or with great trouble and mischeif 
Thott shall in to this eourt abide.' 




S DUNBAR 

Then Patienee says : — * Be not aghast i 
Hold Hope and Truth within thee fest ; 
And let Fortt!ine work forth her rage, 
When that no reason may assuage, 
Till that her glass be run and past.' 

And Prudenee in my ear says ay : — 
* Why would thou hold that will away ? 
Or crave that thou may have no spaee, 
Thou tending to another plaee, 
A joumey going every day ? ' 

And then says Age : — * My fnend, eome near, 
And be not strange, I thee requeir I 
Come, brother, by the hand me take : 
Remember thou has eompt to midee 
Of all thy time thou spended here.' 

Syne Death easts up his yettis wide, 
Saying : — « These opens shall ye abide ! 
Albeit that thou were never so stout, 
Under this lintel shall thou lowt ; 
There is none other way beside.' 

For fear of this all day I drowp ; 
No gold in kist, nor wine in eowp, 
No lady's beauty, nor luiT s bliss 
May let me to remember this, 
How glad that ever I dine or sowp. 

Yet, when the iiight b^ns to short, 
It does my spreit some part comfort, 
Of thought oppressM with the showers. 
Gome, lusty Summer I with thy Aowers, 
That I may live in some disport I 

William Dunbar. 



YANITAS YANITATUM 

O WRBTGH, beware I This world will wend thee fro^ 
Whieh has beguil6d many great estate. 

Tum to thy friend, believe not in thy foe ; 
Sinee thou must go, be graithing to thy gait ; 



SKELTON 

Remeid in time, and rae not all-too late ; 
Provide thy plaee, for thou away miist pass 

Oat of this yale of tronble and dissait : 
Vanitas VaMitatum, et omnia Vanitas ! 

Walk forth, pilgrame, while thoa has day's light ; 

Dress firom desert, dimw to thy dwelling-phux ; 
Speed home, for wl^? Anone eomes the night 

Whieh does thee tollow with ane ythand ehaee 1 

Bend np thy sail, and win thy port of graee ; 
For and the death o'ertake thee in trespass, 

Then may thoa say these wordls with allaee ! 
Vamtas Vaniiaium, et omnia Vanitas / 

Here nanght abides, here standes no thing stabill, 

For this UHse world ay Aittes to and fro ; 
Now day np bright, now night aU blaek as sabill, 

Now ebb, now Aood, now friend, now erael foe ; 

Now glad, now sad, now well, now into woe ; 
Now dad in gold, di^lvit now in ass ; 

So does this woAd transitoiy go : 
Vanitas Vaftiiatum, ei omnia Kanitas! 

William Dunbat. 



IN PRAISE OF JOHANNA SGROOPE 

How shall I report 
All the goodly sort 
Of her featares dere, 
That hath no earthly pere ? 
Her £aToar of her face 
Ennew^ all with graee, 
Comfort, pleasare, and solaee, 
Bline heart doth so embraee, 
And so hath rayished me 
Her to behold and see, 
That in words plain 
I eannot me refrain 
To look on her again : 
Alas I what shoald I feign ? 
It wert a pleaiant paiB 
With her ay to remain. 
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Her eyen gray and stepe 

Gauseth mine heart to lepe I 

With her brows bent 

She may well represent 

Fair Luereee, as I wene, 

Or else fair Polexene, 

Or else Caliope, 

Or else Penolope : — 

For this most goodly Aower, 

This blossom of fresh col6ur, 

So Jupiter me succ6ur, 

She Aourisheth fresh and new 

In beauty and virtue ! 

The Indy sapphire blew 
Her veins doth ennew. 
The orient pearl so elere, 
The witness of her lere. 
The lusty ruby ruddes 
Resemble the rose buddes. 
Her lips soft and merry 
Embloomed like the eherry, 
It were an heavenly bliss 
Her sugared mouth to kiss ! 
Her beauty to augment, 
Dame Nature hath her lent 
A wart upon her eheek. 
Whoso list to seek 
In her visage a sear, 
That seemeth from afar 
Like to the radiant star, 
All with favour fret, 
So properly it is set 1 
I She is the violet, 

The daisy deleetdble, 
The eolumbine eommendible, 
The jeIofer amiible :— 
For this most goodly Aower, 
This blossom of firesh coI6ur, 
So Jupiter me succ6ur, 
She Aourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue I 

And when I perceived 
Her wart, and conceived, 
It eannot be denayd 
But it was well convayd, 



SKELTON 

Attd Ml M womanlr, 
And notliii^ wantoiit;, 
Bnt right conveDieDtly 
Aod fa1l coiignientl7, 
Ai Natiire eonld dense, 
In moat goodly wise 1 
WhoK) liit behold. 
I( maketh loren bold 
To her to nte for siaee, 
Her It.ioai to pniehiie : 
The Ktr npon nei ehin, 
Enhatehed OD her bir tktD. 
Whieei than the iwui. 
It would make anj man 
To foiget deadly sin 
Her &*6nr to win : — 
FDr thit mMl goodlT dowei, 
This blonom af beih col6iii, 
So Japitei me lueeAiir, 
She KinrUhelh beih aiid new 
In beaaty and Tiitne t 

Soft, tnd mtke no din, 
For now I will b»in 
To hsTe io remeiubraDee 
Her eoodtr dalraonee 
And Der goodly paittniKe 1 
So itd tnd (o demure, 



She wonld make to ihe lui*, 
And any man eonTeit 
To giTe her hii whole heit. 
Sbe niade me loie amaied 
Upon her when I gated. 
Uethonght mine heit was eras 
My eyen were lO dBied :— 
Foi tiut moit goodly Bowei, 
This blossom of fieih col6ur, 
So Jupiter me tucc6ar, 
She Souiitbelh Tresh and new 
In beaaty and rirtue t 



And lo amend ber tale, 
When ihe li*t to aTail, 
And with her GngeiE smale. 
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And hands soft as silk, 
Whiter than the milk, 
That are so quickly veined, 
Wherewith my hand she strained, 
Lord, how I was pained 1 
Unneath I me refrained, 
How she me had reelaimed, 
And me to her retained, 
Embradng th^ewithall 
Her goodly middle small 
With sides long and straight ! 
To tell you what eoneeit 
I had then in a triee, 
The matter were too niee, 
And yet there was no yiee, 
Nor yet no villainy, 
But only fantasy : — 
For this most goodly Aower, 
This blossom of fresh coI6ur, 
So Jupiter me succ6ur, 
She Aourisheth fresh and new 
In beanty and virtue I 

Bnt whereto should I note 
How often did'I tote 
Upon her pretty fote ? 
It raised mine hert-rote 
To see her tread the ground 
With heels short and round ! 
She is plainly expres8 
Egeria» the eodd^, 
And Vke to her imige, 
Emportured with eourige, 
A loyer's pilgrimage I 
There is no beast savige, 
Nor no tiger so wood, 
But she would ehange his mood, 
Sueh relueent graee 
Is form^ in her face : — 
For this most goodly Aower, 
This blossom of frem col6ur, 
So Jnpiter me succ6ur, 
She Aourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue ! 

So goodly as she dresses» 
So properly she presses, 
The bnght golden tresses 
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Dame Yenus of all pleasure, 
The well of worldly treasure, 
She doth exceed and pass 
In prudenee dame Pallas : — 
For this most goodly Aower, 
This blossom of fresh col6ur, 
So Jupiter me succ6ur, 
She Aourisheth fresh and new 
In beauty and virtue ! 

John SkeltOH, 
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IN PRAISE 0F ISABEL PENNELL 

By Saint Mary, my lady, 
Your mammy and your daddy 
Brought forth a goodly baby ! 

My maiden Isabell, 
ReAaring rosabell, 
The Aagrant eamamell, 

The ruddy rosary, 

The soYereign rosemary, 

The pretty strawberry, 

The eolumbine, the nepte, 
The ielo£fer well set, 
The proper violet, 

Ennew^d, your eolour 
Is like the daisy Aower 
After the April showet ! 

Star of the morrow gray, 
The blossom on the spray, 
The freshest Aower ot May; 

Maidenly demure, 

Of womanhood the lure, 

Where^ore I make you sure : 

It were an heayenly health, 
It were an endless wealth, 
A life for God himself, 
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To hear thU nkhtingtle, 
AmoD^ the birds gmale, 
Warbling in the Ytle i — 

Dng, dng, 

log» ing» 

Good year and good Inek, 

With ehuk, ehnk, ehnk, ehnk ! 

/«4» Skiltam, 



TO HIS LUTE 

My Inte, awake, perform the last 
Labonr that thou and I shall waste, 
And end that I haTe now begun, 
And, when this song is sung and past, 
Mj lute, be still, for I have done 1 

As to be heard where ear is none, 
As lead to grave in marble stone, 
My song may pieree her heart as soon : 
Shonld we, then, sigh or sing or moan? 
No, no, my lute, for I have done ! 

The roeks do not so eruelly 
Repulse the waves eontinually, 
As she my snit and affecti6n : 
So that I am past remedy : 
Whereby my Inte and I nave done. 

Proud of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simple hearts thorough Love's diot, 
"By whom unkind thon hast them won, 
Tnink not he hath his bow foreot, 
Although my Inte and I have done ! 

Yengeanee shall fall on thy disdain, 
That mak'st bnt game of eamest pain. 
Trow not alone under the sun 
Unquit to eause thy lo^er's plain, 
Although my lute and I have done. 



i 
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Now eease, my lute, this is the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste, 
And ended is that we begun : 
Now is this song both sung and past — 
My lute, be still, for I have done. 

Tkomas WyatU 



lO 

IN HIS LADY'S PRAISB 

GiVB plaee, ye lovers, here before 
That spent your boasts and brags in vain ! 
My Lad^r's beauty passeth more 
The best of yours, I dare well sayen, 
Than doth the sun the eandle light, 
Or brightest day the darkest night. 

And thereto hath a troth as just 
As had Penelope the fair ; 
For what she saith, ye may it trustt 
As it by writing seal^ were : 
And virtues hath she many moe 
Than I with pen have skill to show. 

I oonld rehearse, if that I would, 
The whole effect of Nature's plaint, 
When she had lost the perfect mould, 
The like to whom she eould not paint : 
'Yy^th wringing hands, how she did ery, 
And what she said, I know it, 1 1 

I know she swore with raging mind, 
Her kingdom only set apart, 
There was no loss, by law of kind, 
That eould have gone so near her heart ; 
And this was chiefly all her pain : — 
' She eould not make the like again. ' 

Sith Nature thus gave her the praise, 
To be the chiefest work she wrought ; 
In faith, methink 1 some better wavs 
Chi your behalf might well be sought 
Than to eompare, as ye have done, 
To mateh the eandle with the sun. 

Howard^ Earl of Surrey . 
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VOW TO LOVE FAITHFULLY HOWSOSVER 

HE BE REWARDED 

Sbt me whereas the stin doth pareh the green, 

Or where his beams do not du»olTe the lee ; 

In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen | 

In presenee prest of people, mad or wise ; 

Set me in high, or yet in low degree ; 

In longest night, or in the shortest day ; 

In dearest sky, or where donds thiekest be ; 

In lnsty youth, or when my hairs are eray ; 

Set me in heaven, in earth, or else in neU, 

In hill, or dale, or in the foaming fiood ; 

Thrall or at laike, a]ive whereso I dwell ; 

SidL or in healUi, in evil £une or good : 
Hers will I be, and only with t&s thonght 
Gontent mysel^, althoogh my dianee be nought ! 

Heward, Barl qf Surrey, 
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eOMPLAINT OF THE ABSBNGB 0F HBR 

LOVER 

GooD ladies ! ye that have yoor pleasures in exile, 

Step in your foot, eome, take a plaee, and moam with me awhile ! 

And sadi as by their lords do set but little priee, 

Let them sit still, it sldlls them not what dianee eome on the 

diee. 
But ye whom Love hath bound, by order of desire, 
To love your lords, whose good deserts none other would require 
Come ye yet onee again, and set your foot by mine, 
Whose woiiil plight, and sorrows great, no tongue may well 

define! 
My love and lord, alas ! in whom eonsists my wealth, 
Hath fortune sent to pass the seas, in hazard of his health. 
Whom I was wont t'embraoe with well eontented mind, 
Is now amid the foaming Aoods at pleasure of the wind, 
Where God well him preserve, and soon him home me send— 
'^^thout whieh hope my life, alas ! were shortly at an end ! 
Whose absenee yet, although my hope doth tell meplain, 
With short retnm he eomes anon, yet eeaseth not my pain. 
The fearful dreams I have ofttimes do grieve me so, 
That when I wake, I lie in doubt wh'er they be true or na 

B 
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Sometime the roaring seas, me seems, do grow so high, 

That my dear lord, ay me ! alas ! methinks I see him die ! 

Another time the same doth tell me he is eome, 

And playing, where I shall him find« with his &ir little son ; 

So forth I go apaee to see that liefsome sight, 

And with a luss, methinks I say: — 'Weleome, my lord, my 

knight ! 
Weleome, my sweet, alas ! the stay of my welfdre, 
Thy presenee bringeth forth a truee betwixt me and my eare.' 
Then lively doth he look, and salueth me again, 
And saith : — * My dear, how is it now that you have all this pain?' 
Wherewith the heavy eares, that heap'd are in my breast, 
Break forth and me disehargen elean of all my huge unrest. 
Bnt when I me awake, and find it but a dream, 
The anguish of my former woe beginneth more extreme, 
And me tormenteth so that unneath may I find 
Some hidden plaee, wherein to slake the gnawing of my mind. 
Thus every way you see, with absenee how I burn, 
And for my wound no eure I find but hope of good retum, 
Save when I think by sour how sweet is felt the more, 
It doth abate some of my pains, that I abode before ; 
And then nnto myself I say : — ' When we shall meet, 
But little while shall seem this pain, the joy shall be so sweet ! ' 
Ye winds, I you conjdre, in chiefest of your rage, 
That ye my lord me safely send, my sorrows to assuage, 
And that I may not long abide in this excess, 
Doyour good will to eure a wight that liveth in distress ! 

Howard, Earl of Surrey, 
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A TRUE LOVER 

What sweet relief the showers to thirsty plants we see, 
What dear delight the blooms to bees, my true love is to me ! 
As fresh and lusty Yer foul Winter doth exceed, 
As moming bright, with searlet sky, doth pass the evening* 

weed, 
As mellow pears above the erabs esteemed be : 
So doth my love surmount them all, whom yet I hap to see ! 
The oak shall olives bear, the lamb the lion fray, 
The owl shall mateh the nightingale in tuning of her lay, 
Or I my love let slip out of mine entire heart, 
So deep repos^ in my breast is she for her desart ! 
For many blessed gifts, O happy, happy land, 
Where Mars and Pallas strive to make their glory most to stand ! 
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Yet, land, more is thy bliss, tlutt in this eniel age 

A Yentis' imp thoa hast brought forth, so steadtast and so sage, 

Among the Muses Nine a tenth if Jove woold make, 

And to the Graees Three a foarth, her woold Apollo take ! 

Let some for honour hunt, and hoard the massy £old : 

With her so I may live anid die» my weal eannot be tdd. 

Nieholas Grimald, 
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HENGE, HEART, WITH HSR THAT MUST 

DEPART 

Hbngb, heart, with her that must depart» 
And hald thee with thy sovereign, 
For I had liever want ane heart, 
Nor have the heart that does me pain. 
Therefore, go, with thy love remain, 
And let me leif thus unmolest, 
And see that thou eome not again, 
But bide with herthon luves ^st 

Sen she that I have serv^ lang 
Is to depart so suddenly, 
Address thee now, for thou sall gang 
And bear thy lady eompany. 
Fra she be gone, heartless am I, 
For why? thou art with her possest ! 
Therefore, mv heart, go henee in high» 
And bide with her thou luves best. 

Thoogh this belappit bodv here 
Be berand to servitude and thrall, 
My £gdthful heart is firee entire 
And mind to senre my lady at alL 
Would God that I were perigall, 
Under that redolent rose to rest ! 
Yet at Uie least, my heart, thou sall 
Abide with her thon laves best. 

Sen in ^rour garth the lily white 
Mav not remain among the laif, 
Adien the Aower of whole delight ! 
Adieu the sueeour that may me saif ! 
Adieu the fragrant balm suaif, 
And lamp of Tadies Instiest ! 
My faithntl heart so shall it haif 
To bide with her it luves best 



A 
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Deplore, ye ladies elear of hue, 
Her absenee, sen she mast depart I 
And speeially, ye lovers true, 
That wounded ben with Luvis' dart ! 
For some of you sall want ane heart 
As well as I ; therefore at last 
Do go with mine, with mind invart, 
And bide with her thou luves best. 



Alexander Seott, 
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UP, HALESOM HEART 

Up, halesom heart, thy rootes raise and loup, 
Exalt and elimb within my breast in stage ! 
Art thou not wanton, hale and in good howp» 
Fermit in graee and free of all thirlage ? 
Bathing in bliss and set in high eour^e, 
Braisit in joy, no £Eiult may thee affi:ay, 
Having thy lad/s heart as heritage, 
In blanch-farm for ane sallat every May : 
So needs thou not now sussy, sytt, nor sorrow, 
Sen thou art sure of solaee even and morrow. 

Thou, Gupeid, rewarded me with this, 

I am thy own true liege withont tressoun ! 

There lives no man in more ease, wealth, and bliss ; 

I know no siehing, sadness, nor yet soun, 

Waking, thou|;ht, lan^or, lamentatioun, 

Dolour, despair, weepmg nor jealousie : 

Mt breast is void and purgit of passoun, 

I iet\ no pain, I have no purgatorie, 

But peerless, perfect, paradisal pleasure, 

With merry heart and mirthiiilness but measure. 

My lady, Lord, thou gave me for to herd, 
Within mine arms I nourish on the night. 
Kissing, I say : — ' My babe, my tender bird, 
Sweet mistress, lady love and lusty wight, 
Steer, rule, and guider of my senses right ! ' 
My voice surmounts the sapphire eloudes hie, 
Thanking great God of that treasdre and might. 
I eost her dear, but she far dearer me, 
Whilk hasards honour, £une, in aventure, 
G>mmitting elean her oorse to me in eure. 



SeOTT 

In mters elose we kiu, uid eosui hurts t 
Bumt in desire of unoiir'B play ind sport, 
Mdltuid ooi lusts, spnghtieu we twa deptdrtk 
ProloDg witli leisoie, Lord, I thee exhort, 
Sie time that we may both take our comf6rt, 
Fint foi to sleep, syne mUk irithout espies 1 
I blame tbe eoek, I plain the iiigbt is short ; 
Aw>y I weiit — my wathe the nmut eiys. 
'Wishing all lovers le>l to have sie duDee, 
Tbat they oiay bsTe as in leniemberaDee ! 

AUioMdtr Stail. 



DKPART, DEPART, DEPART 

Dbpakt, deput, depait 1 
Alaee I I mnit depart 
Froin ber (hat has my heirt, 

With heart liiU soii 1 
Against my will indeed, 
Aad ean find no lemeid — 
I wot tbe pains of deid 

Can do no moir. 

Now must I go, alaee I 
From sigbt of her sweet face, 
Tbe ground of >]| my giaee, 

And »>veieign ; 
What ehanee that may fall me 
Sall I never merry be, 
Unto tbe time I see 

My sweet sgain. 

I go, and wot not where, 
I wander bere and theie, 
1 weep and sleh right sair, 

With panes smait : 
Now muat I pass away, away, 
In wildemess and wildsome way — 
Alaee 1 this woful day 

Wc should depart I 

My spirit does quake fDr drdd, 
My thirted heart does bleed, 
My panes does exceed : 

Whatshouldlsay? 
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I, woM wight, alone, 
Makand ane piteous moan ; 
Alaee! my heart is gone, 
For ever and ay ! 

Through languor of my sweet, 
So thirl^ is my spreit, 
My days are most eomplete, 

Through her absenee : 
Ghrist, sen she knew my smart, 
Ingraven in my heart, 
Beeause I must depart 

From her presenee ! 

Adieu, my own sweet thing, 
My joy and comforting, 
My mirth and solaeeing 

Of earthly gloir ! 
Faiewell, my lady bright, 
And my remembranee right, 
Farewell, and have good night — 

I say no moir. 



Alexander Seott, 
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LO, WHAT IT IS TO LOVE 

Lo, what it is to love, 

Leam ye that list to prove, 

By me, I say, that no ways may 

The ground of grief remove, 

But still deeay both night and day : 

Lk), what it is to love ! 

Love is ane fervent fire, 

Kindled without desire, 

Short pleasure, lang displeasure, 

Repentanee is the hire ; 

Ane puir tressour, without measour ; 

Love is ane fervent fire. 

To love and to be wise, 

To rage with good advice ; 

Now thus, now than, so goes the game, 

Uneertain is the diee ; 

There is no man, I say, that ean 

Both love and to be wise. 
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Plee always from the snare, 

Leam at me to beware ; 

It is ane pain, and double trane 

Of endless woe and eare ; 

For to refrain that danger plain, 

Flee always from the snare. 

Alexander Seott, 

18 

AMANTIUM IRi6 RED INTEGR ATIO AMORIS 

In going to my naked bed as one that woold haye slept, 
I heard a wife sing to her ehild, that long before had wept : 
She sigh^ sore and sang full sweet, to bring the babe to rest, 
That would not eease but eri^d still, in sueking at her breast 
She was full weary of her wateh, and griev^ with her ehild, 
She roek^ it and rated it, till that on her it smiled ; 
Then did she say : — ' Now have I found this proverb tme to prove» 
The falling out of faithful firiends renewing is of love ! ' 

Then took I paper, pen and ink, this proverb for to write, 
In register for to remain of sueh a worthy wight : 
As she proeeeded thus in song unto her Uttle brat, 
Mueh matter uttered she of weight, in plaee whereas she sat, 
And prov^d plain, there was no beast, nor ereature bearing life, 
Could well be known to live in love, without diseord and strife : 
Then kiss^ she her little babe, and sware by God above, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

She said that neither king, norprinee, nor lord eould live aright, 
Until their puissanee they did prove, their manhood and their 

might. 
When manhood shall be mateh^ so that fear ean take no plaee, 
Then weary works make warriors eaeh other to embraee, 
And left their force that fail^d them, whieh did eonsume the rout, 
That might before have lived their time, and nature out : 
Then did she sing as one that thought no man eould her reprove, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

She said she saw no fish nor fowI, nor beast within her haunt, 
That met a stranger in their kind, but eould give it a taunt : 
Sinee flesh might not endure, but rest must wrath sueeeed, 
And force the fight to fall to play, in pasture where they feed, 
So noble nature ean well end the work she hath begun, 
And bridle well that will not eease, her tragedy in some : 
Thus in song she oft rehearsed, as did her well behoye» 
The falling out of faithful firiends renewing is of love. 
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* I marvel mueh pardy/ quoth she, ' for to behold the rout, 

To see man, woman, boy, beast, to toss the world about: 

Some kneel, some eroueh, some beek, some eheek, and some ean 

smootUy smile, 
And some embraee others in arm, and there think many awhile; 
Some stand aloof at eap and knee, some humble and some stout, 
Yet are they never friends in deed, until they onee fall out.' 
Thus ended she her song, and said before she did remove, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

Riehard Edwards, 

THE LOVER IN WINTER PLAINETH 
FOR THE SPRING 

O WESTBRN wind when wilt thou blow 
[That] the small rain down ean rain ? 

Ghrist, that my love were in my arms 
Andlinmybedagain! 

Anonymous. 

20 

THAT LENGTH OF TIME GONSUMETH 

ALL THINGS 

What harder is than stone ? What more than water soft ? 
Yet with soft water drops hard stones be plereed oft^ 

What gives so strong impulse, 

That stone we may withstand ? 

What gives more weak repulse 

Than water prest with hand ? 

Yet weak though water be, 

It hoUoweth hurdest flint : 

By proof whereof we see, 

Time gives the greatest dint. 

Anonymoiis. 
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THE LOVER REFUSED OF HIS LOVE 

I SEE how she doth see, 
« And yet she will be blind : 

I see in helping me 
She seeks and will not find> 
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I see how she doth wiy, 
When I begin to moan : 
I see when I eome nigh, 
How &in she woold be gone* 

I see — what will ve more? 
She will me gladly kill : 
And you shall see thereTore 
That she shall have her wilL 

I ean not live with stones, 
It is too hard a food : 
I will be dead at onee 
To do my Lady good. 

Anonymous. 
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WHEN FLORA HAD 0'ERFR£T 
THE FIRTH 

When Flora had o'erfret the firth, 
In May of every moneth qtieen ; 
When merle and mavis sings with mirth, 
Sweet melling in the sehawes sheen ; 
When all lovers rejoic^d been, 
And most desirous of their prey ; 
I heard a losty lover mene : — 
* I love but I dare noeht assay 1 ' 

' Strong are the pains I daily prove, 

But yet with patienee I sustene, 

I am so fettered with the love 

Only of my lady sheen, 

WhUk for her beauty might be queen, 

Nature so eraltily alway 

Has done depaint that sweet serene !— 

Whom I love I dare noeht assay. 

' She is so bright of hyd and hue, 

I love but her alone, I ween ; 

Is none her love that may esehew, 

That blinkis of that dulee amene ; 

So eomely dear are her twa een, 

That she mae lovers does affi:ay 

Then ever of Greeee did fiur Helene I — 

Whom I love I dare noeht assay.' 

Anonymous. 
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A PRAISE OF HIS LADY 

GiVB plaee, you Ladies, and be gone, 
Boast not yourselves at all, 
For here at hand approaeheth one 
Whose face will stain you all I 

The virtue of her lively looks 
£xcels the preeious stone : 
I wish to have none other books 
To read or look upon. 

In eaeh of her two erystal eyes, 
Smileth a naked boy ; 
It would you all in heart suffice 
To see that lamp of joy. 

I think Nature hath lost the mould, 
Where she her shape did take, 
Or else I doubt if Nature eould 
So fair a ereature make. 

She may be well eompared 
Unto the I4iqenix kind ; 
Whose like was never seen or heard, 
Tbat any man ean find. 

In life she is Diana ehast, 
- In truth Penelope, 

In word and eke in deed steadfdst — 
What will you more we say ? 

If all the world were sought so far, 
Who eould find sueh a wight ? 
Her beauty twinkleth like a star 
Within the frosty night. 

Her rosial eolour eomes and goes, 
With sueh a eomely graee, 
More redier to than doth the rose, 
Within her lively face. 

At Baeehus feast none shall her meet, 
Ne at no wanton play, 
Nor gazing in an open street, 
Nor gadding as a stray. 



AlfONVMOU3 

The modest mirth that ihe doth u* 
Is mixed with Bh>mefastiie5s ; 
All vice she doth wholly retiise, 
And hateth idleneu. 

O Lord, it ia a world to lee, 
How Viilne ean repaii, 
And deek io her aueh honetty, 
Whom Natnre made so faii 1 

Tralr abe doih u far eieeed 
Onr women nowadayt 
At doth the ieliBowei a weed, 
And ntore a thonsand wayi 1 

How might I do lo get b giBne 
OfthisunEpottcdlrce? 
For all the eest are plain hut ehaiT, 
Whieh seem good eom lo be. 

Thiieilt alone I shall hei giTe 
When Death doth what he ean : 
Hei honest fame shatl cver live 
Within the mouth or m 



Anmyauta. 



LUSTY MAY 

O LUSTY May, with Floia quecn 1 
The balmy drops fiam Phrebns sheen 
Preludand beams befoie the day : 
By that Diana growls gieen 
Thiough gladness of Ihis lusty Mar. 

Then Gspeina, thal is ao biight, 
Tilljvorul heaites easts his Ught, 
With banka that blooms on every brae, 
And showeiB aie shed forth of theii sight, 
Throngh gladaess of this lusly May. 

Biids on bewls of every birth, 
8*tjoicing notes raakand theii nurth 
Right pleasantly upon the spiay. 
With fiouiishings o'er field and Ritb, 
Thiough gladness of this lusty May. 
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All luvar¥s that are in eare 
To their ladies they do repair, 
In fresh momings before ihe day, 
And are in mirth ay mair and mair 
Through gladness of this lusty May. 



Anonytnout, 
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MY HEART IS HIGH ABOVE 

My heart is high aboye, my body is iuU of bliss, 

For I am set in loye, as well as I would wiss : 

I love my lady pure, and she loyes me again, 

I am her serviture, she is my sovereign 1 

She is my very heart, I am her hope and heill ; 

She is my joy invart, I am her loyer leal ; 

I am her bond and thrall, she is at my eommand ; 

I am perpetual her man, both foot and hand ; 

The tning that may her please, my body shall fiilfil ; 

Whateyer her disease, it does my body ilL 

My bird, my bonnie ane, my tender babe venust, 

My love, my life alone, my liking and my lust ! 

We interehange our hearts, in others armes soft, , 

Spriteless we two depart, usand our luves oft. i 

We moum when light day dawes, we plain the night is short, I 

We eurse the eoek that eraws, that hinders our disport. 

I glowffin up aghast, when I her miss on night, 

And in my oxter fast I find the bowster right I 

Then languor on me lies, like Morpheus the mair, 

Whieh eauses me uprise, and to my sweet repair ; 

And then is all the sorroW furth of remembranee, I 

That eyer I had a sorrow in loye's observance ! 

Thus never I do rest, so lusty a life I lead, 

When that I list to test the well of womanheid. . 

Loyers in pain, I pray Gk>d send you sie remdd | 

As I have night and day, you to defend from deid ! ' 

Therefore be ever true unto your ladies free, j 

And they will on you rue, as mine has done on me ! 

Anonymous, j 
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UPON eONSIDERATION OF THE STATE 0F 
THIS LIFE HE WISHETH DEATH 

Thb longer life, the more offence : 
The more offence, the greater pain : 
The greater pain, the less defence : 
The less defence, the lesser gain. 
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The I088 of gain long ill doth try : 
Wherefore eome deiUhy and let me die ! 

The shorter life, lest eoimt I find : 
The less aeeonnt, the sooner made : 
The eount soon made, the merrier mind : 
The merry mind doth thooght evade. 
Short life in tmth this thine doth try : 
Wherefore eome death, and let me die I 

Gome gentle death, the ebb of eare, 
The ebb of eare, the flood of life, 
The flood of life, the jovflil (nre^ 
The joyfhl &re, the end of strife. 
The end of strife, that thing wish I : 
Wherefore eome death, and let me die. 

AnonymoMS, 
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GANTEMUS OOMINO 

I wiLL sing nnto the Lord, for he hath triamphed gloriously : 
The horse and his rider hath he thrown into Uie sea. 

The Lord is my strength and song, 

And he is beeome my salvation : 

He is my God, and I will prepare him an habitation : 

My &ther's God, and I witl esalt him. 

The Lord is a man of war : 

The Lord is his name. 

Pharaoh's ehariots and his hosts hath he east into the sea : 

His ehosen eaptains also are drowned in the Red Sea. 

The depths haye eoyered them : 

They sank into the bottom as a stone. 

Thy right hand, O Lord, is beeome elorious in power : 

Thy right hand, O Lord, hath dashed in pieees the enemy, 

And in the greatness of thine exceUency thou hast overthrown 

them that rose np against thee : 
Thon sentest forth thy wrath, whieh eonsumed them as stnbble. 
And with the blast of thy nottrils the waters were gathered 

together, 
The Aoods stood upright as an heap, 
And the depths were eongealed in the heart of the sea. 
The enemy said : — 

I will pursue, I will oyertake, I will divide the spoil ; 
My lust shall be satisAed upon them ; 
I will draw my sword, my nand shall destroy them. 
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Thou didst blow yrith thy wind, the sea covered them : 

They sank as lead in the mighty waters. 

Who is like unto thee, O Lord, among the gods? 

Who is like thee, glorious in holiness, 

Fearful in praises, doing wonders ? 

Thou stretehest out thy right hand, 

The earth swallowed them. 

Thou in thy merey hast led forth the people whieh thou hast 

redeemed : 
Thou hast guided them in thy strepgth unto thy holy habitation. 
The people shall hear, and be afraid : 
Sorrow shall take hold on the inhabitants of Palestina. 
Then the dukes of Edom shall be amazed ; 
The mighty men of Moab, trembling shall take hotd upon them ; 
AU the inbabitants of Ganaan shall melt away. 
Fear and dread shall fall upon them ; 

By the greatness of thine arm they shall be as still as a stone ; 
Till thy people pass oyer, O Lord, 
Till the people pass over, whieh thou hast purehased. 
Thou shalt bring them in, and plant them m the mountain of thine 

inheritanee, 
In the plaee, O Lord, whieh thou hast made for thee to dwell in, 
In the Sanetuary, O Lord, whieh thy hands have established. 
The Lord shall reign for ever and ever. 

Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously ; 
The horse and his rider hath he thrown into the sea. 



28 
INGLYTI ISRAEL 

Thb beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high plaees : 

How are the mighty fallen ! 

Tell it not in Gath, 

Publish it not in the streets of Askelon ; 

Lest the daughters of the Philistines rejoice, ' 

Lest the daughters of the uneireumdsed triumph. 

Ye mountains of Gilboa, 

Let there be no dew, neither let there be rain, upon you, nor 

fields of offerings ; 
For there the shield of the mighty is vilely oast away, 
The shield of Saul, as though ne had not been anointed with oiL 
From the blood of the slain, from the fat of the mighty, 
The bow of Jonathan tumed not baek, 
And the sword of Saul retumed not empty. 



I 
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Saal and Jonathan were lorely and pleasant in iheir livcs, 

And in their death they were not divided : 

They were switter than eagles, 

They were stronger than lions. 

Ye daughters of Israel, weep over Saul, 

Who elothed yon in searlet, with other delights, 

Who put on omaments of gold on your appareL 

How are the mighty fallen in the midst of the battle ! 

Jonathan, thou wast slain in thine high plaees. 

1 am distressed for thee, my brother Jonathan : 
Yery pleasant hast thou been unto me : 

Thy love to me was wonderiul, 
Passing the love of women. 
How are the mighty fallen, 
And the weapons of war perished ! 
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DOMINI EST TERRA 

Thb earth is the Lord's, and the fuhie8S thereof ; 

The world, and they that dwell therein. 

For he hath founded it upon the seas, 

And established it upon the Aoods. 

Who shall aseend into the hill of the Lord ? 

Or who shall stand in his holy plaee ? 

He that hath elean hands, and a pure heart ; 

Who hath not lifted up his soul unto vanity, 

Nor swom deceitfully. 

He shall receive the blessing from the Lord, 

And righteousness from the God of his salvation. 

This is the c[eneration of them that seek him, 

That seek thy £ftce, O Jacob. 

Lift up your heads, O ye gates ; 

And be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors ; 

And the King of glory shall eome in. 

Who is this King of glory ? 

The Lord strong and mighty, 

The Lord mighty in battle. 

Lift up your heads, O ye gates ; 

Even lift them up, ye everlasting doors ; 

And the King of glory shall eome in. 

Who is this King of glory ? 

The Lord of hosts, 

He is the King of glory. 
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AFF£RT£ DOMINO 

GiVB unto the Lord, O ye mighty, 

Give anto the Lord glory and strength. 

Give unto the Lord the glory due unto his name ; 

Worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness> 

The voice of the Lord is upon the waters : 

The God of glory thundereth : 

The Lord is upon man^ waters. 

The voice of the Lord is poweriul : 

The voice of the Lord is nill of majesty. 

The voice of the Lord breaketh the eedars ; 

Yea, the Lord.breaketh the eedars of Lebanon. 

He maketh them also to skip like a calf ; 

Lebanon and Sirion like a young unieom. 

The Yoiee of the Lord divideth the Aames of iire. 

The voice of the Lord shaketh the wildemess ; 

The Lord shaketh the wildemess of Kadesh. 

The voice of the Lord maketh the hinds to calve, 

And discovereth the forest8 : 

And in His temple doth eyery one speak of His glory. 

The Lord sitteth upon the flood ; 

Yea, the Lord sitteth King for ever. 

The Lord will giye strengm unto his people ; 

The Lord will bless his people with peaee. 



31 
QU£MADMOOUM 

As the hart panteth after the water brooks, 

So pantet]h my soul after thee, O God. 

My soul thirsteth for God, for the liying God : 

Wlien shall I eome and appear before God ? 

My tears haye been my meat day and night, 

While they eontinually say unto me, Where is thy God ? 

When I remember these mings> I ponr out my soul in me : 

For I had £one with the multitude, I went with them to the 

house of God, ^ 
'V\^th the voice of joy and praise, with a multitude that kept 

holyday. 
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Why art thou east down, O my soul? 
And why art thoa disqiiieted in me ? 
Hope thon in God : for I shall yet praise him 
For the help of his eountenanee. 

my Gody my soul is east down within me : 
Therefore will I remember thee from tbe land of Jordan* 
And of the Hermonites, firom the hill Mizar. 

Deep ealleth unto deep at the noise of thy waterspoutt : 

All thy waves and thy billows are gone over me : 

Yet the Lord will eommand his lovingkindne88 in the dayttme, 

And in the night his song shall be wim me, 

And my prayer unto the God of my life. 

1 will say unto God my roek : — Why hast thou forgotten me ? 
Why go I mouming beeause of the oppresdon of the enemy ? 
As with a sword in my bones, mine enemies reproaeh me ; 
While they say daily unto me : — Where is thy God ? 

Why art thou east down, O my soul ? 

And why art thou disquieted within me ? 

Hope thou in God : for I shall yet praise him, « 

Who is the health of my eountenanee, and my God. 
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OMNES GENTBS PLAUDITB 

O, GLAP your hands, all ye people ; 

Shout unto God with the voice of triumph. 

For the Lord most high is terrible ; 

He is a great King over all the earth. 

He shall subdue the people under us, 

And the nations under our feet. 

He shall ehoose our inheritanee for us, 

The excellenqr of Jacob whom he loved. 

God is gone up with a shout, 

The Lord with the sound of a trumpet. 

Sing praises to God, sing praises : 

Sing praises unto our Kinet sing praiset. 

For God is the King of alT the earth : 

Sing ye praises with understanding. 

God reigneth over the heathen ; 

God sitteth upon the throne of his holiness. 

The prinees of the people are gathered together» 

Even the ^ople 01 the God of Abraham 

For the smelds of the earth belong unto God 

He is greatly exalted. 

C 
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DEUS, QUIS SIMILIS 

Keep not thou silenee, O God : 

Hold not thy peae^, and be not still, O God. 

For, lo, thine enemies make a tumult : 

And they that hate thee have liited up the head. 

They haye taken crafty eounsel against thy people, 

And eonsulted against thy hidden ones. 

They haye said : — G>me, and let us eut them off from being 

a nation ; 
That the name of Israel may be no more in remembranee. 
For they have eonsulted together with one eonsent : 
They are confederate against thee. 
The tabemaeles of Edom, and the Ishmaelites ; 
Of Moab, and the Hagarenes. 
Gebal, and Ammon, and Amalek ; 
The Philistines with the inhabitants of Tyre. 
Assur also is joined with them : 
They have holpen the ehildren of Lot. 
Do unto them as unto the Midianites ; 
As to Sisera, as to Jabin, at the brook of Kison : 
Whieh perished at £n-dor : 
They beeame as dung for the earth. 
Make their nobles like Oreb, and like Zeeb : 
Yea, all their prinees as Zebah, and as Zalmunna : 
Who said : — Let us take to ourselyes the houses of God in 

possession. 
O my God, make them like a wheel ; 
As the stubble before the wind. 
As the fire bumeth a wood, 
And as the flame setteth the mountains on iire, 
So perseeute them with thy tempest, 
And make them afiraid ¥dth thy storm. 
Fill their £ftces with shame, 
That they may seek thy name, O Lord. 
Let them be confounded and troubled for ever ; 
Yea, let them be put to shame, and perish ; 
That men may know that thou, whose name alone is Jehovahy 
Art the most high oyer all the earth. 
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BENEDie, ANIHA HEA 

Blkss tbe Lord, O aij eohI t 

O Lord my God, tliou art Ttry greati 

Thou art dotbed wilh honoar uid iii>jesty. 

Who covere5t thyself nith light >s wiui & gument : 

Who stietdiest out Ihe he»veit$ like ■ euTtain. 

Who layeth the beanis of his ehunben io the «mten 1 

Who mkketh the elouds hia ehiriot : 

Who «slk eth npoa tlie wid^ of tbe wind : 

Who maketh hu aneels spiiils ; 

His ministers ■ Aamuig ue ; 

Who laid Ihe fbandaCions of tbe eaith, 

Tbat it shonld nol be reiiioved for ever. 

Ibou coveiedst iC witb the deep al wilb a guinent : 

Tbe waters stood aboTe the moontuni. 

At thy rebnke they fled ; 

Atlhe voiceof thy tbundet they basted»w«y. 

They go up by the monntains; Ibey ni down bytbe vaI1cyE 

Unlo ine plaee whieh thoD hasl tounded far them. 

Thon hast scc a boaoA GhBt they may not pa» ovei ; 

That they tuni not again to cover the eaitk 

He semdeth the Bprini^ into tbe valleyi, 

Whieh ron amoog the hills. 

Tbey give diink lo eveiy beast ot the tehl : 

Tbe wild asses quench their thiiit. 

Bv them sball the fbwls of Ibe beaven bave (beir habitation, 

Whieb siag in^oe^ the branehes. 

He water^ ihe UU* f lom his ebambers : 

The eaitb is satiESed witb tbe finil of thy wotks. 

He eanseth the grass to grow for tbe eattle, 

And hdb fo[ the service of man : 

That he inay biing fbrth food out of tbe eartb ; 

And wine that maketh glad the heait of man, 

And oil to make his face to shine, 

And bread whieh streDgtbenetb man'a beait. 

Tbe trees of Ihe Lord ue fnll of sap ; 

The eedaiE of Lebanon, wbieh fae hatb planled t 

Where the biids make theii nests ; 

As foi tbe stoik, the fii trees oie hei hoDSfc 

Tbe high bills are a retiige for tbe wild goatii 

And tbe roeks foi tbe eonies. 

He appointed the moon foi sea«ana : 

Tbe nm koowelb his goine down. 

ThoD makest daiknett, and il Ii night 1 
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Wherein all the beasts of the forest do ereep forth. 

The young lions roar after their prey, 

And seek their meat from God. 

The sun ariseth, they gather themseWes together, 

And lay them down in their dens. 

Man goeth forth mito his work 

And to his labour until the eyening. 

Lord, how manifold are thy works I 
In wisdom hast thou made them all : 
The earth is iiill of thy riehes. 

So is this great and wide sea, 

Wherein are things ereeping innumerable, 

Both small and great b^ts. 

There ^o the ships : 

There is that leviathan, whom thou hast made to play therein. 

These wait all upon thee ; 

That thou mayest giye them their meat in due season. 

That thou givest them they gather ; 

Thou openest thine hand, they are filled with good. 

Thou hidest thy face, they are troubled : 

Thou takest away their breath, they die, 

And retum to their dust. 

Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they are ereated : 

And thou renewest the face of the earth. 

The gloiy of the Lord shall endure for ever : 

The Lord shall rejoice in his works. 

He looketh on the earth, and it trembleth : 

He toueheth the hills, and they smoke. 

1 will sing unto the Lord as lon^; as I live : 

I will sing praise to my God while I have my being. 

My meditation of him shall be sweet : 

I will be glad in the Lord. 

Let the sinners be eonsumed out of the earth, 

And let the wieked be no more. 

Bless thou the Lord, O my soul I 

Praise ye the Lord'. 



35 

IN eONYERTENDO 

Whbn the Lord tnmed again the captivity of Zion, 

We were like them that dream. 

Then was our mouth filled with laughter, 

And onr tongue with singing : 

Then aaid they among the heathen : — 
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The Lord hath done great things for them. 
The Lord hath done great things for us, 
Whereof we are glad. 
Ttim again our captivity, O Lord, 
As the streams in the south. 
They that sow in tears shall reap in jqjr. 
He that goeth forth and weepetn, b^uring preeious seed, 
Shall. doubtless eome again with rejoicing, bringing his sheayes 
withhim. 

36 

SUPER PLUMINA 

By the rivers of Babylon, 

There we sat down, yea, we wept, 

When we remembered Zion. 

We hanged our harps 

Upon the willows in the midst thereof. 

For there they that earried us away captive required of us a song ; 

And they that wasted us reouired of us mirth, saying : — 

Sing us one of the songs of Zion« 

How shall we sing the Lord's song 

In a strange land ? 

If I foxget thee, O Jenisalem, 

Let my right hand toi^et her ounning. 

If I do not remember thee, 

Let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth : 

If I prefer not Jerusalem 

Above my ehiel joy. 

Remember, O Lord, the ehildren of Edom 

In the day of Jerusalem ; who said : — ^Rase it, rase it, 

Even to the foundation thereol 

O daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed, 

Happy shall he be, that rewardeth thee 

As thou hast served us 1 

Happy shall he be, that taketh and dasheth thy little ones 

Agamst the stones. 

37 

DOMINE PROBASTI 

O LORD, thou hast searehed me, and known me. 
Thou knowest my downsitting and mine uprising, 
Thou understandest my thou^t afar off. 
Thou eompassest my path and my lying down, 
And art acquainted with all my ways. 
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For there is not a word in my tongae, 

But, lo, O Lord, thou knowest it altogether I 

Thou hast beset me behind and before, 

And laid thine hand upon me. 

Sueh knowledge is too wonderiul for me ; 

It is high, I eannot attain unto it. 

Whither shall I go from thy spirit ? 

Or whither shall I flee from thy presenee ? 

If I aseend up into heayen, thou art there : 

If I make my bed in hell, behold thou art there. 

If I take the wings of the moming, 

And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea, 

Even thei:e shall thy hand lesid me, 

And thy right hand shall hold me. 

If I say, Surely the darkness shall cover me ; 

Even the night shall be light about me. 

Yea, the darkness hideth not from thee ; 

But the night shineth as the day : 

The darkness and the light are both alike to thee. 

For thou hast possessed my reins : 

Thou hast covered me in my mother's womb. 

I will praise thee ; for I am fearfully and wonderfully made: 

Marvdlou3 are thy works ; 

And that my soul knoweth right well. 

My substanee was not hid from thee, 

When I was made in seeret, 

And euriously wrought in the lowest parts of the earth. 

Thine eyes did see my substanee, yet being unperfect ; 

And in thy book aU my members were written, 

Whieh in eontinuai^ee were fashioned, 

When as yet there was none of them ! 

How preeious also are thy thoughts unto me, O God ! 

How great is the sum of them I 

If I should eount them, they are more in number than the sand. 

When I awake, I am still with thee. 

Surely thou ¥dlt slay the wieked, O God : 

Depart from me therefore, ye bloody men ! 

For they speak against thee wiekedly, 

And thine enemies take thy name in vain. 

Do not I hate them, O Lord, that hate thee ? 

And am not I grieved ¥dth those that rise up against thee? 

I hate them with perfect hatred : 

I eount them mine enemies. 

Seareh me, O God, and know my heart : 

Try me, and know my thoughts : 

And see if theie be any wieked way in me, 

And lead me in the way everlasting ! 
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38 . 
LAUOATE DOMINUM 

PRAISB ye the LokL 

Praise ye tbe Lord (rom the heaveos : 

Pndse him in the heights. 

Praise ye him, all his angels : 

Praise ye him, all his hosts. 

Praise ye him, sim and moon : 

Praise him, aU ye stars of lig^t. 

Praise him, ye heavens of heavens, 

And ve waters that be above the heaveDs. 

Let them praise the name of the Lord : 

For he eommanded, and they were ereated. 

He hath also stabU^ied them for ever and ever : 

He hath made a deeiee whieh shall not pass. 

Praise the Lord firom the earth, 

Ye dragons, and all deeps : 

Fire, and hail ; snow, and vapoars ; 

Stormy wind Mtilling his word ; 

Momitains, and all hiUs ; 

Fraitial trees, and all eedars ; 

Beasts, and all eattle ; 

Greeping things, and Aying fowL 

Kings of the eaith, and all people ; 

Prinees, and all jadges of the earth ; 

Both yoang men, and maidens ; 

Old men, and ehildren : 

Let them praise the name of the Lord : 

For his name alone is excellent ; 

His glory is above the earth and heaven. 

He fdso exalteth the hom of his people, 

The praise of all his saints ; 

£ven of the ehildren of Israel, a people near onto hinu 

Praise ye the Lord. 

39 

PEREAT DIES 

Let the day peiish wherein I was bom, 

And the night in whieh it was said : — ^There is a man ehild conceived. 

Let that day be dailmess ; 

Let not God r^;ard it frcm above, 

Neither let the light shine upon it. 



i 
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Let darkness and the shadow of death stain it ; 

Let a doud dwell upon it ; 

Let the blaekness ot the day terriiy it. 

As for that night, let darkness seize upon it ; 

Let it not be joined unto the da^rs of tne year, 

Let it not eome into the number of the months. 

Lo, let that night be solitary, 

Let no jo3M voice eome therein. 

Let them eurse it that eurse the day, 

Who are ready to raise up their mouming. 

Let the stars of the twilight thereof be dark ; 

Let it look for light, but have none ; 

Neither let it see the dawning of the day : 

Beeause it shut not up the doors of my mother's womb, 

Nor hid sorrow from mine eyes. 

"Why died I not from the womb? 

Why did I not giye up the ghost when I eame out of the belly ? 

Why did the knees prevent me ? 

Or why the breasts that I should suek ? 

For now should I have lain still and been quiet, 

I should have slept : then had I been at rest, 

With kings and eounsellors of the earth, 

Whieh bmlt desolate plaees for themselves ; 

Or with prinees that had |;old, 

Who filled their houses with ^ver : 

Or as an hidden untimely birth I had not been ; 

As in&nts whieh never saw light. 

There the wieked eease from troubling ; 

And there the weaiy be at rest 

There the prisoners rest together ; 

They hear not the voice of the oppresior. 

The small and great are there ; 

And the servant is free from his master. 

Wherefore is lifi;ht ^ven to him that is in misery, 

And life unto the bitter in soul : 

Whieh long for death, but it eometh not ; 

And dig for it more than for hid treasures ; 

Whieh rejoice exceedingly, 

And are glad, when they ean find the grave ? 

Whv is hght given to a man whose way is hid, 

Ana whom (kkI hath hedged in ? 

For my sighing eometh before I eat, 

And my roarings are poured out like the waters. 

For the thing whieh I greatly feared is eome upon me, 

And that whieh I was afraid of is eome unto me. 

I was not in safety, neither had I rest, neither was I quiet ; 

Yet trouble eame. 
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40 

ECCS DOMISTl 

BnraUK ^botL hist iDStnKted iiiuit. 

And tboo hist strengthoied the wemk bands. 

Thy woids have nplMlden him thmt wms £UHng, 

And thoa hast stiengthened the €ed)le knees. 

Bnt now it is eome upoo thee, and thon faintest ; 

It tooeheth thee, and thoa ait troiibled. 

Is not this th 7 fiaur, thy confidenoe9 

Thy hope, aiul the npnghtness of Uiy ways ? 

Remember, I pray thee, who ever perisbed, being Innoeet 

Or where were the rigbteoos ent on ? 

£ven as I ba^e seen, they that plow ini^aity, 

And sow wiekedness, reap the same. 

By the blast of God they perish, 

And by the breath of his nostrils are they eonsumed. 

The roaring of the lion, and the voice of the fierce lion, 

And the teeth of the yoon^ lions, are broken. 

The old lion perisheth fbr btek of prey, 

And the stout lion's whelps are seattmd abroad. 

Now a thing was seeretly broueht to me, 

And mine ear received a little tnereof. 

In thoughts from the visions of the night, 

When deep sleep fidleth on men, 

Fear eame npon me, and tremblmg, 

Whieh made all my bones to shake. 

Then a spirit passed before my fiice ; 

The hair of mv flesh stood up : 

It stood still, bnt I eonld not diseem the form thereof : 

An im£^e was before mine eyes, 

There was silenee, and I heard a voice, saying : — 

Shall mortal man be more jiist than God ? 

Shall a man be more pure than his maker ? 

Behold, he put no trust in his senrants ; 

And his angels he eharged with foll^ : 

How mueh less in them that dwell m houses of elay, 

Whose foundation is in the dust, 

"Whieh are erushed before the moth 1 

They are destroyed fi:om moming to evenin^ t 

They perish for ever without any regarding it. 

Doth not their excellency whieh is in them go away ? 

Tliey die, even withouk wisdom. 



i 
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41 

VERE SeiO 

I KNOW it is so of a truth : 

But how should man be just with God? 

If he will eontend with him, 

He eannot answer him one of a thousand. 

He is wise in heart, and mighty in strength : 

Who hath hardened himself against him, and hath prospered ? 

Whieh removeth the mountains, and they know not : 

Whieh overtumeth them in his anger. 

Whieh shaketh the earth out of her plaee, 

And the pillars thereof tremble. 

Whieh eommandeth the sun, and it riseth not ; 

And sealeth up the stars. 

Whieh alone spreadeth out the heavens, 

And treadeth upon the waves of the sea. 

Whieh maketh Areturus, Orion, and Pleiades, 

And the ehambers of the south. 

Whieh doeth great things past finding out ; 

Yea, and wonders without number ? 

Lo, he goeth by me, and I see him not : 

He passeth on also, but I perceive him not. 

Behold, he taketh away, who ean hinder him ? 

Who will say unto him : — What doest thou ? 

If God will not withdraw his anger, 

The proud helpers do stoop under him. 

How mueh less shall I answer him, 

And ehoose out my words to reason with him ! 

'YS^om, though I were righteous, yet would I not answer, 

But I would make supplieation to my judge. 

If I had ealled, and he had answered me ; 

Yet would I not believe that he had hearkened unto my voice : 

For he breaketh me with a tempest, 

And multiplieth my wounds without eause. 

He will not suffer me to take my breath, 

But filleth me with bittemess. 

If I speak of strength, lo, he is strong : 

And if of judgment, who shall set me a time to plead ? 

If I justify myself, mine own mouth shall eondemn me : 

If I say : — I am perfect, it shall also prove me perverse. 

Though I were perfect, yet would I not know my soul : 

I woidd despise my Iife. 

Tbis is one thing, therefore I said it, 

He destroyeth the perfect and the wieked. 
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If the seourge slay suddenly, 

He will laugh at the trial of the innoeent. 

The earth is given into the hand of the wieked : 

He covereth the faces of the judges thereof ; 

If not, where, and who is he ? 

Now my days are swifter than a post : 

They flee away, they see no good. 

They are passed away as the swift ships : 

As the eagle that hasteth to the prey. 

If I say : — I will forget my eomplaint, 

I will le^ve ofif my heaviness, and coinfort myself ; 

I am afraid of all mv sorrows, 

I know that thou wilt not hold me innoeent. 

If I be wieked, 

Why then labour I in vain ? 

If I wash myself with snow water, 

And make my hands never so elean ; 

Yet shalt thou plunge me in the ditdi, 

And mine own elothes shall abhor me. 

For he is not a man, as I am, that I should answer him, 

And we should eome t(^ether in judgment. 

Neither is there any daysman betwixt us, 

That might lay his hand upon us both. 

Let him take his rod awav £rom me, 

And let not his fear terriiy me : 

Then would I speak, and not fear him ; 

But it is not so with me. 

My soul is weary of my life ; 

I will leave my eomplaint upon myself ; 

I will speak in the bitterness of my soul. 

I will say unto God : — Do not eondemn me : 

Show me wherefore thou eontendest with me. 

Is it good unto thee that thou shouldest oppress, 

That thou shouldest despise the work of thme hands, 

And shine upon the eounsel of the wieked ? 

Hast thou eyes of flesh ? 

Or seest thou as man seeth ? 

Are thy days as the days of man ? 

Are thy years as man*s days, 

That thou enquirest aiter mine iniquity, 

And searehest after my sin? 

Thou knowest that I am not wieked ; 

And there is none that ean deliver out of thine hand. 

Thine hands have made me and fashioned me, 

Together round about ; yet thou dost destroy me. 

Remember, I beseeeh thee, that thou hast made me as the elay ; 

And wilt thou bring me into dust again ? 
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Hast thou not poured me out as milk, 

And eurdled me like eheese ? 

Thou hast elothed me with skin and flesh, 

And hast fenced me with bones and sinews. 

Thou hast granted me life and favour, 

And thy visitation hath presenred my spirit. 

And these things hast thou hid in thine heart : 

I know that th^ is with thee. 

If I sin, then thou markest me, 

And thou wilt not acquit me from mine iniquity. 

If I be wieked, woe unto me ; 

And if I be righteous, yet will I not lift up my head. 

I am full of confusion ; 

Therefore see thou mine affliction ; for it inereaseth. 

Thou huntest me as a fierce lion : 

And again thou showest thyself marvellous upon me. 

Thou renewest th^ witnesses against me, 

And inereasest thme indignation upon me ; 

Ghanges and war are against me. 

Wherefore then hast thou brought me forth out of the womb ? 

O, that I had given up the ghost, and no eye had seen me ! 

I should have been as though I had not been ; 

I should have been earried from the womb to the grave. 

Are not my daysfew? Gease then, 

And let me alone, that I may take comfort a little : 

Before I go whenee I shall not retum, 

Even to me land of darkness and the shadow of death ; 

A land of darkness, as darkness itself ; 

And of the shadow of death, without any order, 

And where the light is as darkness. 
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HOMO NATUS DE MULIERE 

Man that is bom of a woman 

Is of few days, and liill of trouble. 

He eometh forth like a Aower, and is eut down : 

He fleeth also as a shadow, and eontinueth not. 

And dost thou open thine eyes upon sueh an one, 

And bringest me into judgment with thee ? 

Who ean bring a elean thing out of an unelean ? Not one. 

Seeing his days are determined, the number of his months are 

with thee, 
Thou hast appointed his bonnds that he eannot pass ; 
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Tnrn firom him, that he may rest, 

Till he shall aeeomplish, as an hureling, his day. 

For there is hope of a tree, if it be eat do¥m, that it will sproot again, 

And that the tender braneh thereof will not eease. 

Thongh the root thereof waz old in the eaith, 

And the stoek thereof die in the gronnd, 

Yet through the seent of water it will bad, 

And bring forth boughs like a plant. 

But man dieth, and wasteth away : 

Yea, man giveth np the ghost, and where is he ? 

As the waters £30! nrom the sea, 

And the flood deeayeth and drieth up : 

So man lieth down, and risedi not 

Till the heayens be no more, they shall not awake, 

Nor be laised out of their sleep. 

O, that thou wouldest hide me in the graye, 

That thou wouldest keep me seeret, until thy wrath be past, 

That thou wouMest appoint me a set time, and remember me ! 

If a man die, shall he live again ? 

All the days of my appointed time will I wait, 

Till my ehange eome. 

Thou shalt odl, and I will answer thee : 

Thou wilt haye a desire to the woik of thine hands. 

For now thou numberest my steps : 

Dost thou not wateh oyer my sin ? 

M]^ transgression is sealed up in a bag, 

And thou sewest up mine imquity. 

And surely the mountain &lline eometh to nought, 

And the roek is remoyed out ot his plaee. 

The waters wear the stones : 

Thou washest away die things whieh grow out of the dnst of the earth : 

And thou destioye s t the hope of man. 

Thou preyailest for eyer against him, and he passeth : 

Thou ehangest his eonntenanee, and sendest him away. 

His sons eome to hononr, and he knoweth it not ; 

And the^ aie broug^t low, but he poreeiyeth it not of them. 

But his nesh np(m him shall have pain, 

And his soul within him shall moum. 
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CUJUS ADJUTOR ES 

How hast dion hdped him that is withont power? 
How sayest thon the arm that hath no stiei^[th ? 
How hast thon oonnsdled him that hath no wisdom ? 
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And how hast thou plentifully dedared the thing as it is ? 

To whom hast thou uttered words ? 

And whose spirit eame from thee ? 

Dead things are formed 

From under the waters, and the inhabitants thereof. 

Hell is naked before him, 

And destruetion hath no covering. 

He streteheth out the north oyer the empty plaee, 

And hangeth the earth upon nothing. 

He bindeth up the waters in his thiek elouds ; 

And the eloud is not rent under them. 

He holdeth baek the face of his throne, 

And spreadeth his eloud upon it 

He hath eompassed the waters with bounds, 

Until the day and night eome to an end. 

The pillars of heayen tremble 

And are astonished at his reproof. 

He diyideth the sea with his power, 

And by his understanding he smiteth through the proud. 

By his spirit he hath gamished the heayens ; 

His hand hath formed the erooked serpent. 

Lo, these are parts of his ways : 

But how little a portion is hesurd of him ? 

But the thunder of his power who ean understand ? 



44 

QUIS EST ISTB 

Who is this that darkeneth eounsel 

By words without knowledge? 

Gird up now thy loins like a man ; 

For I will demand of thee, and answer thou me. 

Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth ? 

Deelare, if thou hast understanding. 

Who hath laid the measures thereof, if thou knowest? 

Or who hath stretehed the line upon it? 

Whereupon are tbe foundations mereof fastened ? 

Or who laid the eomer stone thereof, 

When the moming stars sang together, 

And all the sons of God shouted for joy ? 

Or who shut up the sea with doors, 

When it brake forth, as if it had issued out of the womb ? 

When I n^e the eloud the |;annent thereof, 

And thiek darkness a swaddhn^ band for it, 

And brake up for it my deereed plaee, 
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d the moniiDg siDee thy dayi, 
And eused tbe dayspii^ to know hh plaee ; 
Tbat it m^ht Uke hold or the eodi of tV eatth, 
That the wieked mtght be shaken out of it? 
It is tamed os day to the seal ; 
And they si*Dd as a gnniieiit. 
And &om the wieked theii ligbt is iritIiholdefk| 
And the bigh ann shall be broken. 
Hast thou entered into tbe springs of the sea ? 
Orhast thou walkedin tbcseardiofthr depth? 
HaTe the gales of death been opened unlo ttiee ? 
Or bast tbou seen tbe doors of the shadow of death ? 
Hast thou peiceived tbe bieadtb of the earth ? 
Dedaie if thou kooweit it all. 
Where is the way where ligHt dwellelh ? 
And as for daikness, where is tbe pUee tbeieor, 
That tbou sboaldest take it to tbe bound tbeTeof, 
And that thon sbouldest know the paths to the bouM thereoT? 
Kaowest tboo it, beeause thon wa»t then bom ? 
Or beotuse the number of thy days is ereut ? 
Hast thou entered inlo the tieasores ot the inow ? 
Oi hast thou seen tbe treasnres of tbe hail, 
Wbieb I have reserved against tbe titne of troable, 
Against tbe day of battle and wai ? 
B; wbat way is the light paited, 
Whieh seattereth the east wind upon the eartb ? 
Wbo bath diyided a water-eourse Cor the oirerAowing of witen, 
Oi a way foi the ligbtniiig of tbundei ; 
To eause it to lain on tbe eaith, wbeie no mao is ; 
On tbe wildemess, wbeiein tbeie is no man ( 
To 3atisfy the desolate and waste giound ; 
And to eause the bod ot tbe tendei herb to spring foHh ? 
Hath tbe isin a &tber f 
Oi who batb begotten the diops of dew ? 
Oat of whose womb eame tbe iee ? 
Aod tbe hoary fiost of beaven, wbo hatb gendeied it ? 
Tbe wsten are hid as with a stone, 
And tbe&ceoftbedeep is&ozeu. 
Ganst thou bind tbe sweet iuf1uences of Pleiades, 
Oi loose tbe bonds or Orion ? 
Ganst tbou bring {orth Mazzarotfa in his season ? 
Oi eanst thau guide Aietuius with his sons ? 
Knowest tbou tbe oidinaoees of beaven ? 
Caiut tbo« Kt tbe dominim theceof in the eaith ? 
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Ganst thou liit up thy ▼oiee to the elouds, 

That abundanee of waters may cover thee ? 

Ganst thou send lightnings, tliat they may go, 

And say unto thee : — Here we are ? 

Who hath put wisdom in the inward parts ? 

Or who hath given understanding to the heart ? 

Who ean number the olouds in ^nsdom ? 

Or who ean stay the bottles of heaven, 

When the dust groweth into hardness, 

And the dods dea^e fast t(^ether ? 

Wilt thou hunt the prey for the lion ? 

Or fill the appetite of the young lions, ' 

When they eoueh in their dens, 

And abide in the covert to lie in wait ? 

Who provideth for the raven his food ? 

When his young ones enr unto God, 

They wander for lade oi meat 

Knowest thou the time when the wild goats of the rode bring forth ? 

Or eanst thou mark when the hinds do calve ? 

Ganst thou number the months that they fulfil ? 

Or knowest thou the time when they bring forth ? 

They bow themselves, they bring forth their young ones, 

The^ east out their sorrows. 

Their young ones aie in good liking, they grow up with eom ; 

They go forth, and retum not unto them. 

Who hath sent out the wild ass free ? 

Or who hath loosed the bands of the wild ass ? 

Whose house I have made the wildemess, 

And the barren land his dwellings? 

He seometh the multitude of the dty, 

Ndther regardeth he the aying of the driver. 

The range of the mountains is his pasture, 

And he seardieth after every green thing. 

Will the unieom be willing to serve thee, 

Or abide by the erib ? 

Ganst thou bind the unieom with his band in the furrow ? 

Or will he harrow the valleys after thee? ^ 

Wilt thou trust him, beeause his strength is great ? 

Or wilt thou leave thy labour to him ? 

Wilt thou believe him, that he will bring home thy seed, 

And gather it into thy bam ? 

Gavest thou the goomy wings unto the peaeoeks ? 

Or wings and feathers unto the ostrieh ? . 

Whieh leaveth her eggs in the earth, 

And warmeth them in dust, 

And foigetteth that the foot may erush them, 

Or that the wild beast may bresik them ? 
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She is hardened against her yoiiiig ones, as thou^ tbey were Dot heis : 

Her labonr is in Yain withoat iiear : 

Beeanse God hath deprired her of wiadom, 

Ndther luith he imparted to her nnderstanding. 

What time she liileth up herself on hig^ 

She seometh the horse and his rider. 

Hast thou given the horse strength ? 

Hast thoa elothed his neek with thunder ? 

Ganst thon make him afraid as a grasshopper ? 

The gloiy of his nostrils is terrible. 

He paweth in the valley, and rej(Mceth in his strength : 

He goeth on to meet the armed men. 

He moeketh at fear, and is not affii^ted ; 

Neither tumeth he baek from the sword. 

The quiyer rattleth against him, 

The glittering spear and the shield. 

He swalloweth the groimd with fierceness and rage : 

Ndther believeth he that it is the soond of the tnimpet 

He saith among the trmnpets, Ha, ha ; 

And he smellem the battle a&r off, 

The thunder of the eaptains, and the shouting. 

Doth the hawk fly by thy wisdom, 

And streteh her wings towards the south ? 

Doth the eagle motmt up at thy eommand, 

And make her nest on high ? 

She dwelleth and abideth on the roek, 

Upon the erag of the rode, and the strong plaoe. 

From thenee she seeketh the prey, 

And her eyes behold a&r off. 

Her young ones also sude np blood : 

And where the slain are, there is she. 
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ACCIN6E SieUT 

GlRD up thy loins now like a man : 

I will demand of thee, and deelare thon unto me. 

Wilt thou also disannul my judgment ? 

Wilt thou eondemn me, that thou mayest be righteous? 

Hast thou an arm like God ? 

Or eanst thou thunder with a yoiee like him ? 

Deek thyself now with majesty and excdlency ; 

And array thyself with gloiy and beauty. 

Gast abroad iht rage otthy wrath : 

And behold eyery one that is proud, and abase him. 

D 
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Look on every one that is proud, and bring him low ; 

And tread down the wieked in their plaee. 

Hide them in the dust t(^ether ; 

And bind their £9u:es in seeret 

Then will I also confess tinto thee 

That thine own right hand ean saye thee. 

Bdiold now behemoth, whieh I made with thee ; 

He eateth p;rass as an ox. 

Lo now, his strength is in his loins, 

And his force is in the navel of his belly. 

He moveth his tail like a eedar : 

The sinews of his stones are wrapped together. 

His bones are as strong pieees oi brass ; 

His bones are like bars of iron. 

He is the 6hief 6f the ways of God : 

He that made him ean makt his sword to approaeh unto him. 

Surely the motmtains bring him forth food, 

Where all the beasts of the field play. 

He lieth ipider the shady trees, 

In the covert of the reeds, and fens. 

The shady trees cover him with their shadow ; 

The willows of the brook eompass him about. 

Behold he drinketh up a river, and hasteth not : 

He trusteth that he ean draw up Jordan into his mouth. 

He taketh it with his eyes : 

His nose piereeth through snares. 

Ganst thou draw out leviathan with a hook ? 

Or his tongue with a eord whieh thou lettest down ? 

Ganst thou put an hook into his nose ? 

Or bore his jaw through with a thom ? 

Will he make many supplieations unto thee? 

WilL he speak soft words unto thee ? 

Will he loake a covenant with thee ? 

Wilt thou take him for a ses^ant for ever ? 

Wilt thou play with him as with a bird ? 

Or wilt thou bind him for thy maidens ? 

Shall the eompanions make a banquet of him ? 

Shall they part him among the merehants ? 

Ganst thou fill his sldn with barbed irons ? 

Or his head with fish spears ? 

Lay thine hand upon mm, 

Remember the battle, do no more. 

Behold, flie hope of him is in vain : 

ShaU not one be east down even at the sight of him? 

None is so fierce that dare stir him up : 

Who then is able to stand before me ? 

Who hath prevepted me, that I should repay him? 
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Whatsoe^er is tinder the whole heayen is mine. 

I will not eoneeal his parts, 

Nor his power, nor his eomely proportion. 

"Who ean diseoyer the (aee of his garment? 

Or who ean eome to him with his double bridle ? 

Who ean open the doors of his fiu:e? 

His teeth are terrible rotmd about 

His seales are his pride, 

Shut up together as with a elose seaL 

One is so near to another, 

That no air ean eome between them. 

They are ioined one to another, 

They stiek together, that they eannot be sundered. 

By his neesings a light doth shine, 

And his eyes are like the eyelids of the moming. 

Out of his moath go boming lamps, 

And sparks of fire leap out 

Out ot his nostrils goeth smoke, 

As out of a seething pot or cal<ht>n. 

His breath kindleth eoals, 

And a flame goeth out of his mouth. 

In his neek remaineth strength, 

And sorrow is tumed into joy before him. 

The Aakes of his flesh are jomed t(^ether : 

They are firm in themselyes ; they eannot be moyed. 

His heart is as firm as a stone ; 

Yea, as hard as a pieee of the nether millstone. 

When he raiseth up himself, the mighty are afiraid ; 

By reason of breakmgs they purify memselyes. 

Tne sword of him that layeth at nim eannot hold : 

The spear, the dart, nor the habergeon. 

He esteemeth iron as straw, 

And brass as rotten wood. 

The arrow eannot make him flee : 

Slingstones are tumed with him into stubble. 

Darts are eounted as stubble : 

He laugheth at the shaking of a spear. 

Sharp stones are under him : 

He spreadeth sharp pointed things upon the mire. 

He maketh the deep to boil like a pot : 

He maketh the sea like a pot of ointment 

He maketh a path to shine after him ; 

One would thmk the deep to be hoary. 

Upon earth there is not his like, 

y^o is made without fear. 

He beholdeth all high things : 

He is a king oyer all the diildren of pride. 
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46 

FILI MI, eUSTODI 

- My son, keep my wbrds, 

And lay up my eommandments with thee. 
Keep my eommandments, and live ; 
And my law as the apple of thine eye. 
Bind them upon thy fingers, 
Write them upon the table of thine heart. 
Say imto wisdom : — Thou art my sister ; 
And eall tmderstanding thy kinswoman : 
That they may keep thee trom the strange woman, 
From the stranger whieh Aattereth with her words. 
For at the window of my house 
I looked through my easement, 
And behold, among the simple ones, 
I diseemed among the youths, 
A young man void of tmderstanding, 
Passing through the street near her eorner ; 
And he went the way to her house, 
In the twilight, in the evening, 
In the blaek and dark night ; 
And, behold, there met mm a woman 
With the attire of an harlot, and subtile of heart. 
She is loud and stubbom ; 
Her feet abide not in her house : 
^ Now is she without, now in the streets, 

And lieth in wait at every eomer. 
So she eaught him, and kissed him, 
And with an impudent face said unto him : — 
' I have peaee onerings with me ; 
This day have I paid my vows : 
Therefore eame I forth to meet thee, 
Diligently to seek tby face, and I have found thee. 
I have deeked my bed with coverings of tapestry, 
With carved works, 
With fine linen of Egypt 
I have perfiimed my bed 
With m^rrrh, aloes, and einnamon. 
Come, let us take our fill of love until the moraing ; 
Let us solaee ourselves with loves : 
For die goodman is not at home, 
He is gone a long joumey : 
He hath taken a bag of money with him, 
And will eome home at the day appointed.' 
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With hd mudi bir speeeb ihe euued him to pdd, 

With tbe Aatteriiig oi her lips she faiced him. 

He goeth aftei hei itnightwKr, 

As >n oz goeth to the sUoehta', 

Or as B fooI to the eonedion of the stoeki : 

l^ B dait niike thioogh bis liTer ; 

As a biid huteth to the snaie, 

And knoweth itot that it is fbi bis life. 

Heaileen Dnto me now therefore, O ye ehild 

And Utend lo tbe woidi of mj moath I 

Let nol thine heait dedine to bei wayi, 

Go not astray in her palhi : 

Foi she halh east down manT woanded ; 

Yea, matnj stnmg men have beeD slain bj ti 

Hei hoDse is tbe w«r to bell, 

Genng down to tbe ehamben of death. 



HULIEREH PORTEH 

Who ean find a virrootu wonuui? 

For hei piiee is lai aboTe nibies. 

The beait of ber hosband doth *«flEl; tnut i 

So thal he sball baTt no need of ipeuL 

Sbe will do him good and not eyil 

All tbe days of hei life. 

Sbe seeketh wool, aod Su, 

And worketh wilUnglT with hei bands. 

She is like tbe merebants' ships ; ' 

Sbe bringeth her food frQm aiai. 

Sbe liseth also wbile it is yet night, 

And giTetb meat to hei housebmd, 

And a pottion to ber mudens. 

She eoosideieth a lield, and buyeth it : 

With Ihe fruit of hei bands she planteth a « 

She giideth ber loins witb stiengtb, 

Aod streni^henetb hei airos. 

She peiceiveth that hei meiebandiM it gooi 

Her eandle goetb not out by nigbt. 

Sbe layeth hei hands to Ibe spiadle, 

And hei hsods hald tbe distatt 

Sbe stieteheth oat her band to the poor ; 

Yea, ihe reaebelb Toith hei huids to Ihe nt 



54 THE ENGLISH BIBLE 

She is not afraid of the snow for her household : 

For all her household are elothed with searlet 

She maketh herself coverings of tapestry ; 

Her elothing is silk and purple. 

Her husband is known in the gates, 

When he sitteth among the elders of the land. 

She maketh fine linen, and selleth it ; 

And delivereth girdles unto the merehants. 

Strength and honour are her elothing ; 

And she shall rejoice in time to eome. 

She openeth her mouth with wisdom ; 

And in her tongue is the law of kindness. 

She looketh well to the ways of her household, 

And eateth not the bread of idleness. 

Her ehildren arise up, and eall her blessed ; 

Her husband also, and he praiseth her. 

Many daughters have done virtuously, 

But thou excellest them all. 

Favour is deceitful, and beauty is vain : 

But a woman that feareth the Lord, she shall be praised. 

Give her of the fruit of her hands ; 

And let her own works praise her in the gates. 



48 

YANITAS YANITATUM 

Vanitt of vanities, saith the Preaeher, 

Yanity of vanities ; all is vanity. 

What profit hath a man of all his labour whieh he taketh 

under the sun ? 
One generation passeth away, and another generation eometh : 
But 5it earth abideth for ever. 
The sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, 
And hasteth to his plaee where he arose. 
The wind goeth toward the south, 
And tumeth about unto the north ; 
It whirleth about eontinuall^, 

And the wind retumeth agam aeeording to his dreuits. 
All the rivers run into the sea, 
Yet the sea is not full ; 
Unto the plaee firom whenee the rivers eome, 
Thither they retum again. 
All things are full of labour ; 
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Man eannot utter it : 

The eye is not satisfied with seeing, 

Nor the ear filled with hearing. 

The thing that hath been, it is that whieh shall be ; 

And that whieh is done is that whieh shall be done : 

And there is no new thing under the sun. 

Is there any thing whereof it may be said : — See, this is new ? 

It hath been already of old time, whieh was before us. 

There is n6 remembranee of former things ; 

Neither shall there be any remembranee of things that are to eome 

with those that shall eome aiter. 
I the Preaeher was Idng over Israel in Jenisa]em. 
And I gaye my heart to seek and seareh out by wisdom eoneeming 

all things that are done under heayen : 
This sore trayail hath God giyen to the sons of man to be eserdsed 

therewith. 
I haye seen all the works that are done under the sun ; 
And, behold, all is yanity and yexation of spirit 
That whieh is erooked eannot be made straight : 
And that whieh is wanting eannot be numbered. 
I eommuned with mine own heart, sa^ring : — 
Lo, I am eome to great estate, 
And haye gotten more wisdom than all they that haye been before 

me in Jerusalem : 
Yea, my heart had great experience of wisdom and knowledge. 
And I gaye my heart to know wisdom, 
And to know madness and folly : 
I pereeiyed that this also is yexation of spirit. 
For in mueh wisdom is mueh grief : 
And he that inereaseth knowledge inereaseth sorrow. 



^ 



OMNIA HAEC 

FOR all this I eonsidered in my heart even to deelare all this, 
That the righteous, and the wise, and their works, are in the hand 

ofGod: 
No man knoweth either loye or hatred by all that is before them. 
All things eome alike to all : 

There is one event to the righteous, and to the wieked 5 
To the good and to the elean, and to the unelean ; 
To him that sacrificeth, and to him that sacrificeth not : 
As is the good, so is the sinner ; 
And he tbat sweareth, as he that feareth an oath. 
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This is an evil among all things that are done under the sun, 

That there is one event unto sdL 

Yea, also the heart of the sons of men is full of evil, 

And madness is in their heart while they live, 

And after that they ^o to the dead. 

For to him that is jomed to all the living there is hope : 

For a living dog is better than a dead lion. 

For the living know that they shall die : 

But the dead know not any thing, 

Neither have they any more a reward ; 

For the memory of them is forgotten. 

Also their love, and their hatred, and their envy, is now perished ; 

Neither have they any more a portion for ever in any thing that is 

done under the sun. 
Go thy way, eat thy bread with joy, 
And drink thy wine with a merry heart ; 
For God now aeeepteth thy works. 
Let thy garments be always white ; 
And let thy head laek no ointment. 
Live joyfidly with the wife whom thou lovest all the days of tbe 

life of mv vanity, 
Whieh he hath given thee under the sun, all the days of thy vanity : 
For that is thy portion in this life, 
And in thy labour whieh thou takest under the sun. 
What8oever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might ; 
For there is no work, nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in 

the grave, whither thou goest 
I retum^, and saw under the sun, 
That the raee is not to the swift, 
Nor the battle to the strong, 
Neither yet bread to the wise, 
Nor yet riehes to men of understanding, 
Nor yet £Eivour to men of skill ; 
But time and ehanee happeneth to them all. 



So 

MEMBNTO GREATORIS TUI 

Rbm EM BER now thy Greator in the days of thy youth, 
While the evil days eome not, nor the years draw nigh, 
When thou shalt say : — I have no pleasure in them ; 
While the sun, or iht light, or the moon, or the stars, be 
not darkened, 
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Nor the douds retam after the rain : 

In the day whai the keepers of the house shall tremble, 

And the strong men shall bow themselTes, 

And the grinders eease beeanse they are few, 

And those that look oat of the windows be darkened, 

And the doors shall be shut in the streets, when the sound 

of the grinding is low, 
And he shall rise up at the yoiee of the bird, 
And all the daughters of musie shall be brought low ; 
Also when they shall be afi:aid of that whieh is high, 
And fears shall be in the way, 
And the ahnond tree shall Aourish, 
And the grasshopper shall be a burden, 
And desire shall iail : 
Beeause man goeth to his long home, 
And the moumers go about the streets : 
Or ever the silver eord be loosed, 
Or the golden bowl be broken, 
Or the piteher be brokai at the fountain, 
Or the wheel broken at the dstem. 
Then shall the dust retum to the earth as it was : 
And the spirit shall retum unto God who gave it. 



Si 

OSeULETUR M£ 

Lbt him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth : 

For thy love is better than wine. 

Beeause of the savour of thy good ointments, 

Thy name is as ointment poured {otth, 

Therefore do the virgins love thee. 

Draw me, we will run after thee. 

The King hath brought me into his ehambers : 

We will be glad and rejoice in thee ; 

We will remember thy love more than wine : 

The upright love thee. 

I am blaek, but eomely, 

O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 

As the tents of Kedar, 

As the eurtains of Solomon ! 

Look not upon me, beeause I am blade, 

Beeause the sun hath looked upon me : 

My mother's ehildren were angry with me ; 
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They made me the keeper of the vineyards : 

But mine own vineyard have I not kept. 

Tell me, O thou whom my soul loveUi, 

Where ^ou feedest, where thou makest thy flock to rest at 

noon: 
For why should I be as one that tumeth aside 
By the flocks of thy eompaniops? 
If thou know not, O thou fairest among women, 
Go thy way forth by the footsteps of the flock, 
And feed thy kids beside the shepherds' tents. 
I have eompared thee, O my love, 
To a eompany of horses in Pharaoh's ohariots. 
Thy eheeks are eomely with rows of jewels, 
Thy neek with ehains of gold. 
We will make thee borders of gold, 
With studs of silver. 
While the king sitteth at his table, 
My spikenard sendeth forth the smell thereof . 
A bundle of myrrh is my well-beloved unto me ; 
He shall lie all night betwixt my breasts. 
My beloved is unto me as a eluster of eamphire 
In the vineyards of En-gedi. 

Behold, thou art hdi, my love ; behold, thou art fair ; 
Thou hast doves' eyes. 

Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleasant ; 
Also our bed is green. 
The beams of our house are eedar, 
And our raiters of fir. 
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EGO FLOS GAMPI 

I AM the rose of Sharon, 

And the lily of the valleys. 

As the lily among thoms, 

So is my love among the daughters. 

As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood, 

So is my beloved among the sons. 

I sat down under his sluidow with great delight, 

And his firuit was sweet to my taste. 

He brought me to the banqueting-house, 

And his banner over me was love. 

Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples : 

For I am siek of love* 
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His left haiid is mider my head, 

And his n^bi himd doth embnoe me. 

I diarge yoo, O je dmoghten of Jenisa]em, 

]^ the roesy and by the hinds d the field, 

Tiiat ye stir not np, nor awake my love, till he please. 

The yoiee of my bdoyed ! bdiold he eometh 

Leaping npop the moontains, skipping npon the hills. 

My Deloyed is Hke a roe, or a yom^ hart : 

Behold, he standeth behind oor waU, 

He looketh forth at the windows, 

Shewing himself throngh the lattiee. 

My beloyed spake, and said nnto me : — 

* Rise up, my love, my ftur one, and eome away. 

For, lo, the winter is past, 

The rain is oyer and gone ; 

The Aowers appear on the earth ; 

The time of the singing of birds is eome, 

And the yoiee of the turtle is heard in our land ; 

The ^-tree putteth forth her green figs, 

And the yines with the tender grapes giye a good smell. 

Arise, my love, my fair one, and eome away. 

my doye, tbat art in the clefts of the roek, in the seeret 

plaees of the stairs, 
Let me see thv eountenanee, 
Let me hear tny yoiee ; 

For sweet is thy yoiee, and thy eountenanee is eomely.' 
Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the yines : 
For our yines haye tender grapes. 
My beloyed is mine, and I am his ; 
He feedeth among ihe lilies. 
Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, 
Tum, my beloyed, and be thou like a roe or a young hart 
Upon the mountains of Bether. 
By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul loyeth ; 

1 sought him, but I found him not. 

I will rise now, and go about the dty 

In the streets, and in the broad ways 

I will seek him whom my soul loveth : 

I sought him, but I found him not 

The watehmen that go about the eity found me ; 

To whom I said : — Saw ye him whom my soul loveth? 

It was but a little that I passed firom them, 

But I found him whom my soul loveth : 

I held him, and would not let him go, 

Until I had brought him into my modier's house, 

And into the diamber of her that eoneeiyed me. 

I eharge you, O ye daughters of Jei:usalem, 



J 
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Bv the roes, and by the hinds of the field, 

That ye stir not np, nor awake my love, till he please. ^ 

Who is this that eometh out of the wildemess like pillars of 

smoke, 
Perfumed with myrrh and Irankineense, 
With all powders of the merehants? 
Behold his bed, whieh is Solomon's ; 
Threeseore valiant men are about it, 
Of the yaliant of Israel. 
They all hold swords, being expert in war : 
Every man hath his sword upon his thigh, 
Beeause of fear in the night 
King Solomon made himself a ehariot 
Of the wood of Lebanon. 
He made the pillars thereof of silver, 
The bottom thereof of gold, the covering of it of purple ; 
The midst thereof being paved with love, 
For the daughters of Jerusalem. 

Go forth, O ye daughters of Zion, and behold king Solomon 
With the erown wherewith his mother erowned him in the 

day of his espousals, 
And in the day of the gladness of his heart. 
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QUAM PULGHRA 

Behold, thou art fair, my love ; 

Behold, thou art &ir ; 

Thou hast doves' eyes within thy loeks : 

Thy hair is as a flock of goats, 

That appear from mount Gilead. 

Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even shom, 

Whieh eame up from the washing ; 

Whereof every one bears twins, 

And none is barren among them. 

Thy lips are like a thread of searlet, 

And thy speeeh is eomel]^ : 

Thy temples are like a pieee of a pomegranate 

Within thy loeks. 

Thy nede is like the tower of David, bullded for an armoury, 

Whereon there hang a thousand bueklers, 

All shields of mighty men. 
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Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twins, 
Whieh feed among the lilies. 
Until the day bre^, and the shadows flee away, 
I will get me to the mountain of myrrh, 
And to the hill of firankincense. 
Thou art all fair, my love ; 
There is no spot in thee. 
Come with me firom Lebanon, my spouse, 
With me from Lebanon : 
Look firom the top of Amana, 
From the top of Shenir and Hermon, 
From the lions' dens, 
From the mountains of the leopards. 
Thou hast rayished my heart, my sister, my spouse ; 
Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes, 
With one ehain of thy neek. 
How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse I 
How muoh better is thy love than wine ! 
And the smell of thine ointments than all spiees ! 
Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeyeomb : 
Honey and milk are under thy tongue ; 
And the smell of thy garments is luee the smell of Lebanon. 
A garden indosed is my sister, my spouse ; 
A spring shut up, a fountain sealed. 

Thy plants are an orehard of pomegranates, with pleasant fruits ; 
Gamphire with spikenard ; 
Spikenard and saffron ; 

Galamus and einnamon, with all trees of frankincense ; 
M^nrrh and aloes, with all the chief spiees : 
A fountain of gardens, 
A well of living waters, 
And streams from Lebanon. 
Awake, O north wind ; and eome, thou south ! 
* Blow upon my garden, that the spiees thereof may flow out. 
Let my beloved eome into his garden, 
And eat his pleasant ihiits. 
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VENI IN HORTUM 

I AM eome into my garden, my sister, my spouse : 
I have gathered my myrrh with my spiee ; 
I have eaten my honeyeomb with my honey ; 
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I have dnink my wine with my milk : 

Eat, O friends ; 

Drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved ! 

I sleep, but my heart waketh : 

It is the voice of my beloved that knoeketh, saying : — 

* Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled : 

For my head is nlled with dew, 

And my loeks with the drops of the night.' 

I have put off my eoat ; how shall I put it on ? 

I have washed my feet ; how shall I de61e them ? 

My beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door, 

And my bowels were moved for him. 

I rose up to open to my beloved ; 

And my hands dropped with myrrh, 

And my fingers with sweet smelling myrrh, 

Upon the handles of the loek. 

I opened to my beloved ; 

But my beloved had withdrawn himself, and was gone : 

My soul failed when he spake : 

I sought him, but I eould not find him ; 

I ealled him, but he gave me no answer. 

The watehmen that went about the dty found me, 

They smote me, they wounded me ; 

The keepers of the walls took away my veil from me. 

I eharge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my beloved, 

That ye tell him, that I am siek of love. 

What is thy beloved more than another beloved, 

O thou iiEdrest among women? 

What is thy beloved more than another beloTed» 

That thou dost so eharge us ? 

My beloved is white and ruddy, 

The chiefest among ten thousand. 

His head is as the most fine gold ; 

His loeks are bushy, and blaek as a raven : 

His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers of waters, 

Washed with milk, and fitly set : 

His eheeks are as a bed of spiees, as sweet Aowers ; 

His lips like lilies, dropping sweet-smelling myrrh : 

His hands are as gold rings set with the beryl ; 

His belly is as bright ivory overlaid with sapphires : 

His legs are as pillars of marble set upon soekets of fine gold ; 

His eountenanee is as Lebanon, excellent as the eedars : 

His mouth is most sweet ; yea, he is altogether lovely. 

This is my beloved, and this is my iriend, 

O daughters of Jerusalem. 
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QUAM PULGHRI 

How beaatiiiil are thy feet with shoes, O prinee's danghter 1 

The joints of thy thi^is aie Uke ^ewels, 

The work of the hands of a eonning workman : 

Thy nayel is like a ronnd goblet, 

Whieh wanteth not liquor ; 

Thy belly is like an heap of wheat 

Set aboat with lilies : 

Thy two breasts are like two yoong roes that are twins : 

Thy neek is as a tower of iyory ; 

Thine eyes like the fish pools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bath- 

rabbim ; 
Thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon, 
Whieh looketh toward Damaseus : 
Thine head upon thee is like Garmel, 
And the hair of thine head like purple : 
The king is held in the galleries. 
How fair and how pleasant art thou, 

loye, for delights I 

This thy stature is like to a palm-tree, 
And thy breasts to dusters of grapes. 

1 said, I will go np to the palm-tree, 

I will take hold of the bougbs thereof : 

Now also thy breasts shall be as dusters of the vine, 

And the smell of thy nose like apples ; 

And the roof of thy mouth like me htst wine for my beloved, 

That goeth down sweetly, 

Gaasing the lips of those that are asleep to speak. 

I am my beloved's, 

And his desire is toward me. 

Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field ; 

Let us lodge in the villages. 

Let us get up early to the vineyards ; 

Let us see if the vme Aourish, whether the tender grape appear, 

And th^ pomegranates bud forth : 

There will I give thee my loves. 

The mandrakes give a smell, 

And at our gates are all manner of pleasant iruits, new and old, 

Whieh 1 have kid up for thee, O my beloved. 
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LEYATE SIGNUM 

LiFT ye up a banner upon the high mountain, 

£xalt the voice unto them, shake the hand, 

That they may go into the gates of the nobles. 

I have eommanded my sanctified ones, 

I have also ealled m^ mighty ones for mine anger, 

£ven them that rejoice in my highness. 

The noise of a multitude in the mountains, like as of a great people : 

A tumultuous noise of the kingdoms of nations gathered together : 

The lord of hosts mustereth the host of the battle. 

They eome from a far eountry, from the end of heaven, 

£ven the Lord, and the weapons of his indignation, 

To destroy the whole land. 

Howl ye ; for the day of the Lord is at hand ; 

It shall eome as a destruetion from the Almighty. 

Therefore shall all hands be &dnt, 

And every man's hesurt shall melt, 

And they sball be afiraid : 

Pangs and sorrow shall take hold of them ; 

They shall be in pain as a woman that travaileth : 

They shall be amazed one at another ; 

Their faces shall be as Aames. 

Behold, the day of the Lord eometh, 

Gruel both with wrath and fierce anger,' 

To lay tht land desolate : 

And he shall destroy the sinners thereof out of it 

For the stars of heaven and the eonstellations thereof shall not give 

their light : 
The sun shall be darkened in his going forth, 
And the moon shall not eause her light to shine. 
And I will punish the world for their evil, and tbe wieked for their 

iniquity ; 
And I will eause the arroganey of the proud to eease, 
And will lay low the haughtiness of the terrible. 
I will make a man more preeious than fine gold ; 
£ven a man than the golden wedge of Oph&. 
Therefore I will shake the beavens, 
And the earth shall remove out of her plaee, 
In the wrath of the Lord of hosts, and in the day of his fierce 

anger. 
And it shall be as the ehased roe, and as a sheep that no man 

takethup 
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Th^ shaU erery man tnm to his own people, 

And flee erery one into his own land. 

Every one that is foimd shall be thrust through ; 

And every one that is joined unto them shall lall by the sword. 

Their ehildren also shall be dashed to pieees before their eyes ; 

Their houses shall be spoiled, and their wives ravished. 

Behold, I will stir up the Medes against them, whieh shall not 

regard silver ; 
And as for gold, they shall not delight in it. 
Their bows aJso shaU dash the young men to pieees ; 
And they shall have no pitv on the miit of the womb ; 
Their eye shall not spare ehildren. 
And Babylon, the glory of kingdoms, the beauty of the Ghaldees* 

eieelleney, 
Shall be as when God overthrew Sodom and Gomorrah. 
It shall never be inhabited, 

Neither shall it be dwelt in irom generation to generation : 
Ndther shall the Arabian piteh tent there ; 
Neither shall the shepherds make their fold there. 
But wild beasts of the desert shall lie there ; 
And their houses shall be iiill of doleiul ereatures ; 
And owls shall dwell there, and satyrs shall danee there. 
And the wild beasts of the islands shall ery in their desolate 

houses, 
And dragems in their pleasant palaees : 
And her time is near to eome, and her days shall not be prolonged. 
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QUIA NOCTE 

BseAnsB in the night Ar of Moab is laid waste, and brought to 

silenee ; 
Beeause in ihe night Kir of Moab is laid waste, and brought to 

silenee ; 
He is gone up to Bajith, and to Dibon, the high phiees, to weep : 
Moab shall howl over Nebo, and over Medeba : 
On all their heads shall be baldness, and every beard eut off. 
In their streets they shall gird themseWes with saekeloth : 
On the tops of their houses, and in their streets, 
Every one shall howl, weeping abundantly. 
And Heshbon shsdl ery, and Elealeh : 
Their voice shall be heard even unto Jahaz : 
Therefore the armed soldiers of Moab shall ery out ; 
His life shaU be grievous imto him. 

E 
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My heart shall ery out for Moab ; 

His fugitives shall flee unto Zoar, an heifer of three years old : 

For by the mounting up of Luhith with weeping shall they go 

itup; 
For in the way of Horonaim they shall raise up a ery of destruetion. 
For the waters of Nimrim shall be desolate : 
For the hay is withered away, the grass ^sdleth, there is no green 

thing. 
Therefore the abundanee they have gotten, and that whieh they 

have laid up, 
Shall they earry away to the brook of the willows. 
For the ery is gone round the borders of Moab ; 
The howling thereof unto Eglaim, 
And the howling thereof unto Beer-elim. 
For the waters of Dimon shali be full of blood : 
For I will bring more upon Dimon, 
Ldons upon him that eseapeth of Moab, and upon the remnant of 

the land. 
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ULULATE NAVES 

HoWL, ye ships of Tarshish ; 

For it is laid waste, so that there is no house, no entering in : 

From the land of Ghittim it is revealed to them. 

Be still, ye inhabitants of the isle ; 

Thou whom the merehants of Zidon, that pass over the sea, have 

replenished. 
And by great waters the seed of Sihor, the harvest of the river, is 

her revenue ; 
And she is a mart of nations. 
Be thou ashamed, O Zidon : 

For the sea hath spoken, even the strength of the sea, 
Sa]dng, I travail not, nor bring forth ehildren, 
Neither do I nourish up young men, nor bring up virgins. 
As at the report eoneeming Egypt, 
So shall they be sorel^r pained at the report of Tyre. 
Pass ye over to Tarsm^ ; 
Howt ye inhabitants of the isle. 

Is this your joyous eity, whose antiquity is of aneient dsiys ? 
Her own feet shall earry her a&r off to sojourn. 
Who hath taken this eounsel against Tyre, the erowning eity, 
Whose merehants are prinees, whose txaffickers are the honourable 

of the earth ? 
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The Lord of hosts hath purposed it, to stain the pride of all glory, 
And to bring into eontempt all the honourable otthe earth. 
Pass through thy land as a river, O daughter of Tarshish : 
There is no more strength. 

He stretehed out his hand over the sea, he shook the kingdoms : 
The Lord hath fi[iven a eommandment against the merehant eity, 

to destroy me strong holds thereof. 
And he said, Thou shalt no more rejoice, O thou oppressed virgin, 

daughter of Zidon : 
Arise, pass over to Ghittim ; 
There also shalt thou have no rest. 
Behold the land of the Ghaldeans ; 
This people was not, till the Assyrian founded it for them that 

dwell in the wildemess : 
They set up the towers thereof, they raised up the palaees thereof ; 
And he brought it to ruin. 
Howl, ye ships of Tarshish : 
For your strength is laid waste. 
And it shall eome to pass in that day, that Tyre shall be forgotten 

seventy years, 
Aeeording to the days of one king : 
After the end of seventy years shall Tyre sing as an harlot. 
Tsdee an harp, go about the eity , thou harlot that hast been forgotten ; 
Make sweet melody, sing many songs, that thou mayest be 

remembered. 
And it shall eome to pass alter the end of seventy years, that the 

Lord will visit Tyre, 
And she shall tum to her hire, 
And shall eommit fomication with all the kingdoms of the world 

upon the face of the earth. 
And her merehandise and her hire shall be holiness to the Lord : 
It shall not be treasured nor laid up ; 

For her merehandise shall be for them that dwell before the Lord, 
To eat sufficiently, and for durable elothing. 
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REQUIRITE IN LIBRO 

Sbbk ye out of the book of the Lord, and read : 

No one of these shall fail, none shall want her mate ; 

For my mouth it hath eommanded, 

And ms spirit it hath gathered them. r ^ ^ 

And he hath east the lot for them, [ 

And his hand hath divided it unto them by line : 

\ 

I 

\ 
t 
/ 

i 
i 
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They shall possess it for ever, 

From generation to generation shall they dwell therein. 

The w^demess and the solitary plaee shall be glad for them ; 

And the desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose. 

It shall blossom abundantly, and rejoice even with joy and singing : 

The glory of Lebanon shall be given unto it, 

The excellency of Garmel and Sharon, 

They shall see the glory of the Lord, and the excellency of omr God. 

Strengthen ye the weak hands, and eoniinn the feeble knees. 

Say to them that are of a fearful heart, Be strong, fear not : 

Bdiold, your God will eome with vengeance, even God with a 

reeompenee ; 
He will eome and save ^ou. 
Then the eyes of the blmd shall be opened, 
And the ears of the deaf shall be unstopped. 
Then shall the lame man leap as an hart, and the tongue of the 

dumb sing : 
For in the wildemess shall waters break out, and streams in the 

desert. 
And the parehed ground shall beeome a pool, and the thirsty land 

springs of water : 
In the habitation of dragons, where eaeh lay, shall be grass with 

reeds and rushes. 
And an highway shall be there, and a way, 
And it shsdl be ealled The way of holiness ; 
The unelean shall not pass over it ; 
But it shall be for those : 

The wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err therein. * 
No lions shall be there, 
Nor any ravenous beast shall go up thereon, 
It shall not be found there ; 
But the redeemed shall waUe there : 
And the ransomed of the Lord shall retum, 
And eome to Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon their heads ; 
They shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall 

flee away. 
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IN DIMIDIO DIERUM 

I SA^S in the eutting ofif of my days, I shall go to the gates of the 

I aiD ^^P'Wed f^^ *1^^ residue of my years. 

I said, I slUil notg^e ^^ Lord, even the Lord in the land of the 
living: 
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I shall behold man no more with the inhabitants of the 

world. 
Mine age is departed, and is removed from me as a shepherd's 

tent : 
I have eut off like a weaver my life : 
He will eut me off with pining siekness : 
From day even till night wilt thou make an end of me. 
I reekoned till moming, that, as a lion, so will he break all my 

bones: 
From day even to night wilt thou make an end of me. 
Like a erane or a swallow, so did I ehatter : 
I did moum as a dove : 
Mine eyes £ail with looking upward : 

Lord, I am oppressed ; 
Undertake for me. 
What shall I say ? 

He hath both spoken unto me, and himself hath done it 

1 shall go softIy all my years in the bitteraess of my soul. 
O Lord, by these things men live, 

And in all these things is the life of my spirit : 

So wilt thou recover me, and make me to live. 

Behold, for peaee I had great bitterness : 

But thou hast in love to my soul delivered it from the pit of 

eorruption : 
For thou hast east all my sins behind thy baek. 
For the grave eannot praise thee, 
Death eannot eelebrate thee, 

They that go down into the pit eannot hope for thy truth. 
The living, the livin^, he shall praise thee, as I do this day : 
The father to the ehildren shall make known thy truth. 
The Lord was ready to save me : 
Therefore we will sing my songs to the stringed instnunents all 

the days of our life in the house of the Lord. 
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eONSURGE, eONSURGE 

AwAKB, awake ; 

Put on ihy strength, O Zion ; 

Put on thy beautiful garments, O Jerusalem, the holy dty : 

For henceforth there shall no more eome into thee the undreumdsed 

and the undean. 
Shake thyself from the dust ; 
Aiise, and sit down, O Jerusalem : 
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Loose thyselT from the bands of thy neek, O captive daughter of 

Zion. 
For thus saith the Lord, 
Ye have sold yourselves for nought ; 
And ye shall be redeemed wiUiout money. 
For thus saith the Lord God, 

My people went down aforetime into Egypt to sojoum there ; 
And the Ass^nrian oppressed them without eause. 
Now therefore, what have I here, saith the Lord, 
That my people is taken away for nought? 
They that ruie over them make them to howl, saith the Lord ; 
And my name eontinually every day is blasphemed. 
Therefore my people shall know my name : 
Therefore they shall know in that day that I am he that doth 

speak: 
Behold, it is I. 
How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him that bring- 

eth good tidmgs, that publisheth peaee ; 
That bringeth good tidings of good, that publisheth salvation ; 
That skith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth. 
Thy watehmen shall lift up the voice ; 
With the voice together shall they sing : 
For they shall see eye to eye, when the Lord shall bring again 

Zion. 
Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste plaees of Terusalem : 
For the Lord hath comforted his people, he hath redeemed 

Jerusalem. 
The Lord hath made bare his holy arm in the eyes of all the 

nations : 
And all the ends of the earth shall see the salvation of our God. 
Depart ye, depart ye, go ye out from thenee, toueh no unelean 

thii^; 
Go ye out of the midst of her ; 
Be ye elean, that bear the vessels of the Lord. 
For ye shall not go out with haste, nor go by ilight : 
For the Lord wilT go before you ; 
And the God of Israel will be your rereward. 
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SURGE, ILLUMINARE 

Arise, shine ; for thy light is eome, 
And the glory of the Lord is risen upon thee. 
For, behold, the darkness shall cover the earth, and gross darkness 
the people : 
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Bat the Lord shall arise apon thee, 

And his gloiy shall be seen npon thee. 

And the Gentiles shall eome to thy light, 

And kings to the brightness of thy rising. 

Lift up thine eyes round about, and see : 

All they gather themseWes together, they eome to thee : 

Thy sons shall eome from far, 

And thy daughters shall be nursed at thy side. 

Then thou shalt see, and flow together, 

And thine heart shall fear, and be enlarged ; 

Beeause the abundanee of the sea shall be converted unto thee, 

The forces of the Gentiles shall eome unto thee. 

The multitude of eamels shall cover thee, 

The dromedaries of Midian and Ephah ; 

AU they £rom Sheba shall eome : 

They shall bring gold and ineense ; 

And they shall shew forth the praises of the Lord. 

All the noeks of Kedar shall be gathered unto thee, 

The rams of Nebaioth shall minister unto thee : 

They shall eome up with aeeeptanee on mine altar, 

And I will gloriiy the house ot my glory. 

Who are these that fly as a eloud, and as the doves to their 

windows? 
Surely the isles shall wait for me, 
And the ships of Tarshish first, 
To bring thy sons from £Eir, 
Their silver and their gold with them, 
Unto the name of the Lord thy God, and to the Holy One ci 

Israel, 
Beeause he hath gloritied thee. 
And the sons of strangers shall build up thy walls, 
And their kings shall minister unto thee : 
For in my wrath I smote thee, but in my favour have I merey 

on thee. 
Therefore thy gates shall be open eontinually ; 
They shall not be shut day nor night ; 
That men may bring unto thee the forces of the Gentiles, 
And that their kings may be brought. 
For the nation and kingdom that will not serve thee shall 

perish ; 
Yea, those nations shall be utterly wasted. 
The glory of Lebanon shall eome unto thee, 
The nr tree, the pine tree, and the box together, 
To beautiiy the plaee of my sanetuary ; 
And I will make the plaee of my feet glorious. 
The sons also of them that afflicted thee shall eome bending unto 

thee; 
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And all they that despised thee shall bow themselVes down 

at the soles of thy feet ; 
And they shall eall thee, The eity of the Lord, 
The Zion of the Holy One of Israel. 
Whereas thou hast been forsaken and hated, 
So that no man went through thee, 
I will make thee an etemal excellency, 
Ajoy of many generations. 
Thou shalt also suek the milk of the Gentiles, 
And shalt suek the breast of kings : 
And thou shalt know that I the Lord am thy Saviour and 

thy Redeemer, 
The mighty One of Jacob. 

For brass I will bring gold, and for iron I will bring silver, 
And for wood brass, and for stones iron : 
I will also make thy officers peaee, 
^ And thine exactors righteousness. 
Yiolenee shall no more be heard in thy land, 
Wasting nor destruetion within thy borders ; 
But thou shalt eall thy walls Salvation, and thy gates Praise. 
The sun shall be no more thy light by day ; 
Neither for brightness shall the moon give light unto thee : 
But the Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting light, 
And thy God thy glory. 
Thy sun shall no more go down : 
Neither shall thy moon withdraw itself : 
For the Lord shall be thine everlasting light, 
And the days of thy moumin|; shall be ended. 
Thy people also shall be all nghteous : 
They shall inherit the land for ever, 
The braneh of my planting, the work of my hands, 
That I may be glorified. 
A little one shall beeome a thousand, 
And a small one a strong nation : 
I the Lord will hasten it in his time. 
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PRAEPARATE SGUTUM 

Ordbr ye the buekler and shield, and draw near to battle. 

Hamess the horses ; 

And get up, ye horsemen, and stand forth with your 

helmets ; 
Eurbisb the spears, and put on the brigandines. 
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Wherefore have I seen them dismayed and tumed away baek ? 
And their mighty ones are beaten down, and are fled apaee, and 

look not baek : 
For fear was round about, saith the Lord. 
Let not the swift flee away, nor the mighty man eseape ; 
They shall stumble, and feill toward the north by the river 

Euphrates. 
Who is this that eometh up as a flood, 
Whose waters are moved as the rivers ? 
Egypt riseth up like a flood, 
And his waters are moved like the rivers ; 
And he saith, I will go up, and will cover the earth ; 
I will destroy the eity and the inhabitants thereof. 
Come up, ye horses ; 
And rage, ye ehariots ; 
And let the mighty men eome forth ; 
The Ethiopians and the Libyans, that handle the shield ; 
And the Lydians, that handle and bend the bow. 
For this is the day of the Lord God of hosts, a day of vengeance, 
That he may avenge him of his adversaries : 
And the sword shall devour, 

And it shall be satiate and made drunk with their blood : 
For the Lord God of hosts hath a sacriflce in the north eountry by 

the river Euphrates.- 
Go up into Gilead, and take balm, O virgin, the daughter of 

Egypt: 
In vain shalt thou use many medieines ; 
For thou shalt not be eured. 
The nations have heard of thy shame, 
And thy ery hath Alled the land : 
For the mighty man hath stumbled against the mighty, 
And they are fallen both together. 
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QUOMODO SEDET 

How doth the eity sit solitary, that was full of people ! 

How is she beeome as a widow I 

She that was great among the nations, and prineess among the 

provinces, 
How is she beeome tributary ! 

She weepeth sore in the night, and her tears are on her eheeks : 
Among all her lovers she hath none to comfort her : 
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All her friends have dealt treaeherously with her, 

They are beeome her enemies. 

JudBih is gone into captivity beeause of affliction, and beeause of 

great sendtude : 
She dwelleth among the heathen, she iindeth no rest : 
All her perseeutors overtook her between the straits. 
The ways of Zion do moum, beeause none eome to the solemn 

feasts: 
All her gates are desolate : 
Her priests sigh, her virgins are afflicted, 
And she is in bittemess. 

Her adversaries are the chief, her enemies prosper ; 
For the Lord hath afflicted her for the multitude of her trans- 

gressions : 
Her ehildren are gone into captivity before the enemy. 
And from the daughter of Zion all her beauty is departed : 
Her prinees are beeome like harts that find no pasture, 
And they are gone without strength before the pursuer. 
Jerusalem remembered in the days of her amietion and of her 

miseries all her pleasant things that she had in the days of 

old, 
When her people fell into the hand of the enemy, 
And none did help her : 

The adversaries saw her, and did moek at her Sabbaths. 
Jerusalem had grievously sinned ; 
Therefore she is removed : 
All that honoured her despise her, 
Beeause they have seen her nakedbiess : 
Yea, she sigheth, and turaeth baekward. 
Her filtluness is in her skirts ; 
She remembereth not her last end ; 
Therefore she eame down wonderfully : 
She had no comforter. 
O Lord, behold my affliction : 
For the enemy hath magnified himself. 
The adversary hath spread out his hand upon all her pleasant 

things. 
For she hath seen that the heathen entered into her sanetuary, 
Whom thou didst eommand that they should not enter into thy 

congr^;ation. 
All her people sigh, they seek bread ; 

They have given their pleasant things for meat to relieve the soul : 
See, O Lord, and eonsider ; 
For I am beeome vile. 
Is it nothing to you, 
All ye that pass bv ? 
Behold, ana see if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow, 
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'Whieh is done unto me, 

Wherewith the Lord hath afflicted me in the day of his fierce anger. 

From above hath he sent fire into my bones, 

And it preyaileth against them : 

He hath spread a net for my feet, 

He hath tumed me baek : 

He hath made me desolate and £dnt all the dav. 

The yoke of my transgressions is bonnd hy his nand : 

They are wreathed, and eome up upon my neek : 

He hath made my strength to £ail, 

The Lord hath delivered me into their hands, 

From whom I am not able to rise up. 

The Lord hath trodden under foot all my mighty men in the midst 

of me : 
He hath ealled an assembly against me to erush my young men : 
The Lord hath trodden the virgin, the daughter of Judah, as in a 

winepress. 
For these things I weep ; 
Mine eye, mine eye runneth down with water, 
Beeause the comforter that should relieve my soul is far from me : 
My ehildren are desolate, beeause the enemy prevailed. 
Zion spreadeth forth her hands, and there is none to comfort her : 
The Ix>rd hath eommanded eoneeming Jacob, that his adversaries 

should be round about him : 
Jerusalem is as a menstruous woman among them. 
The Lord is righteous ; 

For I have rebelled against his eommandment : 
Hear, I pray you, all people, and behold my sorrow : 
My virgins and my young men are gone into captivity. 
I ealled for my lovers, but they deceived me : 
My priests and mine elders gave up the ghost in the eity, 
'Wnile they sougbt their meat to relieve meir souls. 
Behold, O Lord ; for I am in distress : 
My bowels are troubled ; 
Mme heart is tumed within me ; 
For I have grievously rebelled : 
Abroad the sword bereaveth, at home there is as death. 
They have heard that I sigh : 
There is none to comfort me : 
All mine enemies have heard of my trouble ; 
They are glad that thou hast done it : 
Thon wilt bring the day that thou hast ealled, 
And they shall be like unto me. 
Let all tneir wiekedness eome before thee ; 
And do unto them, as thou hast done unto me for all my trans- 

gressions: 
For my sighs are many, and my heart is faint. 
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65 

FINIS VENIT 

An end, the end is eome upon the four eorners of the land. 

Now is the end eome upon thee, 

And I will send mine anger upon thee, 

And will judge thee aeeording to thy ways, 

And will reeompense upon thee all thine abominations. 

And mine eye shall not spare thee, neither will I have pity : 

But I will reeompense thy ways upon thee, 

And thine abominations shall be in the midst of thee : 

And ye shall know that I am the Lord. 

An evil, an only evil, behold, is eome. 

An end is eome, the end is eome : 

It wateheth for thee ; 

Behold, it is eome. 

The moming is eome unto thee, O thou that dwellest in the land : 

The time is eome, the day of trouble is near, 

And not the sounding again of the mountains. 

Now will I shortly pour out my fury up>on thee, 

And aeeomplish mine anger upon thee : 

And 1 will judge thee aeeording to thy ways, 

And will reeompense thee for all thine abominations. 

And mine eye shall not spare, neither will I have pity : 

I will reeompense thee aeeording to thy ways and thine abomina- 

tions that are in the midst of thee ; 
And ye shall know that I am the Lord that smiteth. 
Behold the day, behold, it is eome : 
The morning is gone forth ; 
The rod hath blossomed, 
Pride hath budded. 

Yiolenee is risen up into a rod of wiekedness : 
None of them shall remain, nor of their multitude, nor of any of 

theirs : 
Neither shall there be wailing for them. 
The time is eome, the day draweth near : 
Let not the buyer rejoice, nor the seller moum : 
For wrath is uf>on all the multitude thereof. 
For the seller shall not return to that whieh is sold, although they 

were yet alive : 
For the vision is touehing the whole multitude thereof, whieh 

shall not retura ; 
Neither shall any strengthen himself in the iniquity of his life. 
They have blown the trumpet, even to make all ready ; 
But none goeth to the battle : 
For my wrath is npon all the multitude thereof. 
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QUARE MATER 

What is thy mother? 

A lioness : 

She lay down among lions, she nourished her whelps among young 

lions. 
And she brought up one of her whelps : 
It beeame a young lion, and it leamed to eateh the prey ; 
It deyoured men. 
The nations also heard of him ; 
He was taken in their pit, and they brought him with ehains unto 

the land of Egypt. • 

Now when she saw tnat she had waited, and her hope was lost, 
Then she took another of her whelps, and made him a young 

lion. 
And he went up and down among the lions, 
He beeame a young lion, 

And leamed to eateh the prey, and devoured men. 
And he knew their desolate palaees, and he laid waste their eities; 
And the land was desolate, and the fulness thereof, by the noise of 

his roaring. 
Then the nations set against him on every side firom the provinces, 

and spread their net over him : 
He was taleen in their pit. 
And they put him in ward in ehains, and brought him to the king 

of Babylon : 
They brought him into holds, that his voice should no more be 

heard upon the mountains of Israel. 
Thy mother is likie a vine in thy blood, planted by the waters : 
She was fruitfol and full of branehes by reason of many waters. 
And she had strong rods for the seeptres of them that bare rule, 
And her stature was exalted among the thiek branehes, 
And she appeared in her height with the multitude of her branehes. 
But she was plueked up in fury, 
She was east down to the ground, 
And the east wind dried up her fruit : 
Her strong rods were broken and withered ; 
The fire eonsumed them. 
And now she is planted in the wilderaess, in a dry and thirsty 

ground. 
And fire is gone out of a rod of her branehes, whieh hath devoured 

her fruit, 
So that she hath no strong rod to be a seeptre to rule. 
This is a lamentation, and shall be for a lamentation. 
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67 

GANITE TUBA 

Blow ye the trumpet in Zion, and soond an alarm in my boly 

mountain: 
Let all the inhabitants of the land tremble : 
For the day of the Lord eometh, for it is nigh at hand ; 
A day of darkness and of gloominess, 
A day of elouds and of thiek darkness, 
As the moming spread upon the mountains : 
A great people and a strong ; 
There hath not been ever the like, 
Neither shall be any more alter it, 
£ven to the years of many generations. 
A fire devoureth before them ; 
And behind them a flame bumeth : 
The land is as the garden of Eden before them, and behind them 

a desolate wildemess ; 
Yea, and nothing shall eseape them. 
The appearanee of them is as the appearanee of borses ; 
And as horsemen, so shall thev run. 

Like the noise of ehariots on the tops of mountains shall they leap, 
Like the noise of a flame of fire that devoureth the stubble, 
As a stron^ people set in battle array. 
Before their face the people shall be mueh pained : 
All fiu:es shall gather blaekness. 
They shall run like mighty men ; 
They shall elimb the wall like men of war ; 
And they shall mareh everv one on his ways, 
And they shall not break their ranks : 
Neither shall one thrust another ; 
They shall walk every one in his path : 

And when they fall upon the sword, they shall not be wounded, 
They shall mn to and fro in the eity ; 
They shall ran upon the wall, 
They shall elimb up upon the houses ; 
They shall enter in at the windows like a thief. 
The earth shall auake before them ; 
The heavens shall tremble : 
Tbe sun and the moon shall be dark, 
And the stars shall withdraw their shining : 
And the Lord shall utter his voice before his army : 
For his eamp is very great : 
For he is strong that executeth his word : 
For the day of the Lord is great and very terrible ; 
And who ean abide it? 
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gUAERITE ME 

Sebk ye me, and ye shall liye : 

But seek not Beth-el, nor enter into Gilgal, and pass not to 

Beersheba : 
For Gilgal shall surely go into captivity, 
And Beth-el shall eome to nought. 
Seek the Lord, and ye shall live ; 
Lest he break out like fire in the house of Joseph, and 

devour it, 
And there be none to quench it in Beth-el. 
Ye who tumiudgment to wormwood, 
And leave on righteousness in the earth, 
Seek him that maketh the seven stars and Orion, 
And tumeth the shadow of death into the moming, 
And maketh the day dark with night : 
That'ealleth for the waters of the sea, 
And poureth them out up>on the face of the earth : 
The Lord is his name : 

That strengtheneth the spoiled against the strong, 
So that the spoiled shall eome against the fortress. 
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DOMINE, AUDIYI 

O LORD, I have heard thy speeeh, and was afiraid : 

O Lord, revive thy work in the midst of the years, 

In the midst of the years make known ; 

In wrath remember merey. 

God eame from Teman, 

And the Holy One from mount Paran. 

His glory covered the heavens, 

And the earth was full of his praise. 

And his brightness was as the light ; 

He had homs eoming out of his hand : 

And there was the hiding of his power. 

Before him went the pestilenee, 

And buming eoals went forth at his feet. 
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He stood, and measared the earth : 

He beheld, and drove asnnder the nations ; 

And the everlastmg mountains were seattered, 

The perpetual hills did bow : 

His wKys are everlasting. 

I saw the tents of Gashan in affliction : 

And the eurtains of the land of Midian did tremble. 

Was the Lord displeased against the river8 ? 

Was thine anger against the rivers ? 

Was thy wrath agamst the sea, 

That thou didst ride upon thine horses, 

And thy ehariots of salvation ? 

Thy bow was made ouite naked, 

Aeeording to the oatns of the tribes, even thy word. 

Thou didst cleave the earth with rivers. 

The mountains saw thee, and they trembled ; 

The overflowing of the water passed by : 

The deep uttered his voice, 

And lifted up his hands on hi^h. 

The sun and moon stood still m their habitation : 

At the light of thine arrows they went, 

And at the shining of thy glittering spear. 

Thott didst mareh through the land in indignation, 

Thou didst thresh the heathen in anger. 

Thou wentest forth for the salvation of thy people, 

Even for salvation with thine anointed ; 

Thou woundedst the head out of the house of the wieked, 

By discovering the foundation unto the neek. 

Thou didst strike through with his staves the head df 

his villages ; 
They eame out as a whirlwind to seatter me : 
Their rejoicing was as to devour the poor seeretly. 
Thou didst walk through the sea with thine horses, 
Through the heap of great waters. 
When I heard, my belly trembled ; 
My lips quivered at the voice : 
Rottenness entered into my bones, and I trembled in 

m3rself, 
That I might rest in the day of trouble : 
When he eometh up imto the people, he will invade 

them with his troops. 
Although the fig-tree shall not blossom, 
Neither shall fruit be in the vines ; 
The labour of the olive shall fail, 
And the Helds shall yield no meat ; 
The flock shall be eut ofi'from the fold, 
And there shall be no herd in the stalls : 
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Yet I will rejoice in the Lord, 

I wiU joy in the God of my salvation. 

The Lord God is my strength, 

And he will make my feet like hinds' feet, 

And he will make me to walk upon mine high plaees. 
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A loyer's lullaby 

SiNG lullaby, as women do, 

Wherewith th^y bring their babes to rest ; 
And luUaby ean I sing too, 

As womanly as ean the best. 
With lullaby they still the ehild, 
And, if I be not mueh beguiled, 
Full many a wanton babe have I, 
Whieh must be stilled with lullaby. 

First, lullaby my youthful years ! 

It is now time to go to bed, 
For erooked age and hoary hairs 

HaTe won the haven within my head. 
With luUaby then, youth, be still, 
With lullaby eontent thy will. 
Sinee eourage quails and eomes behind, 
Go sleep, and so beguile thy mind 1 

Next, Ittllaby my gazing eyes, 
Whieh wonted were to glanee apaee, 

For every glass may now suffice 
To show the lurrows in my face ! 

With lullaby then wink awhile ; 

With luUaby your looks beguile ; 

Let no fjEur face, nor beauty bright, 

Entiee you eft with vain delight. 

And luUaby my wanton will 1 

Let reason's rule now rein thy thought; 
Sinee all too late I find by skill 

How dear I have thy iandes bought. 
With luUaby now take thine ease, 
With IttUaby thy dottbts appease. 
For tmst to this, if thou be still, 
My body shall obey thy wilL 
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Eke lullaby my loving boy — 

My little robin, take thy rest ! 
Sinee age is eold and nothing eoy, 

Keep elose thy eoin, for so is best. 
With lullaby be thou eontent, 
With lullaby thy lusts relent ! 
Let others pay whieh have more penee : 
Thou art too poor for sueh expense. 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes, 
My will, my ware, and all that was ! 

I ean no more delays devise ; 
But weleome pain, let pleasure pass ! 

With luUaby now take your leave, 

With lullaby your dreams deceive, 

And when you rise with waking eye, 

Remember then this lullaby. 

George Gaseoyne, 
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A FAREWELL 

Adieu, O daisy of delight ! 
Adieu, most pleasant and periyt ; 

Adieu, and have good mght 1 
Adieu, thou lustiest of lyve ; 
Adieu, sweet thing superlat3rve ; 

Adieu, my lamp of light ! 
Like as the lizard does indeed 

Live by the manis' face, 
Thy beauty likewise should me feed, 
lf we had time and spaee. 
Adieu now ; be true now, 

Sen that we must depart. 
Forget not, and set not 
At light my eonstant heart. 

Albeit my body be absent, 
My faithiul heart is vigilent 

To do you service true ; 
But, when I hant into the plaee 
Where I was wont to see that face, 

My dolour does renew. 
Then all my pleasure is but pain, 

My eares they do inorease ; 
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Until I see your face agam, 
I live in heaviness. 

Sore weeping, but sleeping, 

The nights I overdrive ; 
Whiles mouming, whiles tuming, 
With thoughtis pensitive. 

Sometime Good Hope did me comfort, 
Saying, the time should be but short 

Of absenee to endure. 
Then Courage quickens so my spreit, 
When I think on my lady sweet, 

I hald my service sure. 
I eannot plaint of my estate, 

I thank the gods above ; 
For I am first in her eonsait, 
Whom both I serve and love. 
Her fnends aye weinds 

To eause her to revoke ; 
She bides, and slides 
No more than does a roek. 

O lady, for thy eonstaney 
A faithful servant sall I be, 
Thine honour to defend ; 
And I sall surely, for thy saik, 
As doth the turtle for her maik, 

Love to my lyfis end. 
No pain nor travail, fear nor dreid, 

Shall eause me to desist. 
Then, aye when ye this letter read, 
Remember how we kissed : 
Embraeing, with laeing, 

With others tearis sweet ! 
Sie blissing in kissing 
I quit tifl we two meet. 

Alexander Montgonurie, 
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AUBADE 

Hey ! now the day daws ; 
The jolly eoek eraws ; 
Now shroudes the sbaws, 
Through Nature anon. 
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Tbe tlussell-eode eries 
On loTeis iHio lies. 
Now slouls the skies : 
The n^t is nemr gone. 

The ieilds OTerAows 
With gowans that grows, 
Where lilies like lowes, 

As red as the roiie. 
The tnrtle that true is, 
l^th notes that renews, 
Her paiity parsues : 

The ni^t is near gone. 

Now hairtes with hinds, 
Conform to their kinds, 
Hie tosses their tynds, 

On grotmd where the^ grone. 
Now hnrehons, with hairs, 
Aye passes in pairs, 
Whieh doly dedares 

The night is near gone. 

The season eseells 

Throogh sweetness that smells ; 

Now Cupid eompels 

Our heartes edione 
On Yenus, who waiks, 
To muse on our maiks, 
Syne sing for their saiks : — 

' The night is near gone ! ' 

All eourageous kniehts 
Aganes the day diehts 
The breast plate that bright is, 

To fight with their fone. 
The stoned steed stamps 
Through eourage, and eramps, 
Syne on the land lamps : 

The night is near gone. 

The Ireikes on feilds 
That wight wapins weilds 
With shining bright shields 
As Titan in trone, 
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Stifr speirs, in reists 
Over eorsers' erests, 
Are broke on their breists : 
The night is near gone. 



So hard are their hitts, 
Some sways, some sitts, 
And some perforce Aitts 

On ground while they groan. 
Some groomes that gay is, 
On blonkes that brays, 
With swordes assays : 

The night is near gone. 

Alexander Montgomerie, 
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eOME, LITTLE BABE 

COMB, little babe, eome, silly soul, 

Thy father's shame, thy mother's grief, 

Bom as I doubt to all our dole, 

And to thyself nnhappy chief : 
Sing luUaby and lap it warm, 
Poor soul that thinks no ereature harm. 

Thou little think'st, and less dost know 
The eause of this thy mother's moan. 
Thou want'st the wit to wail her woe, 
And I myself am all alone. 

Whv dost thou weep ? why dost thou wail ? 

And know'st not yet what thou dost ail. 

Come, little wreteh ! Ah I silly heart, 

Mine only joy, what ean I more ? 

If there be any wrong thy smart, 

That may the destinies implore, 

*Twas I, I say, against my will — 
I wail the time, but be thou still. 

And dost thou smile? O thy sweet face ! 
Would God Himself He might thee see ! 
No doubt thou soon wouldst purehase graee, 
I know right well, for thee and me. 

But eome to mother, babe, and play, 

For father false is fled away. 



BRETON 87 

Sweet boy, if it b^ /ortmie duuioe 

Thy htha hooie agatn to send, 

If Death do strike me with his lanee, 

Yet maT'st thoa me to him eommend : 
If any ask thy mother's name, 
Tell how bf lore she pardiased blame. 

Then will his eentle heart soon yield : 
I know him oTa noble mind : 
Althoogh a lion in the field, 
A lamb in town thon shalt him find : 

Ask Uessing, babe, be not afraid ! 

His sogared words hath me betrayed« 

Then may'st thoa joy and be ri^t glad, 
Ahhongh in woe I seem to moan. 
Thy faUier is no raseal lad : 
A noble youth of blood and bone, 

His glandng looks, if he onee smile, 

Right honest women may begaile. 

Gome, little boy, and rode a-sleep ! 
Sing lollaby, and be thoa still 1 
I, that ean do naught else but weep, 
Will sit by thee and wail my fill : 

God bless my babe, and lullaby 

From this thy father's quality. 

Niekoias Breion, 
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SONG 

LOYELY kind and kindly loving, 
Sudi a mind were worth the moving : 
Truly £air and fairly true — 
Where are all these but in you ? 

Wisely kind and kindly wise, 
Blessed life, where sudi love lies ! 
Wise, and kind, and £air, and true — 
Lovely live all these in you. 

Sweetly dear and dearly sweet, 
Bless^ where these blessings meet ! 
Sweet, fair, wise, kind, ble^d, true — 
Bless^ be all these in you ! 

Nieholas Breton. 
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75 

PASTORAL 



IN the merry month of May, 
On a mom by break of day, 
Forth I walk*d by the wood-side, 
Whereas May was in her pride : 
There I spied all alone 
Phillida and Gorydon. 
Mueh ado there was, God wot ! 
He would love and she would not. 
She said, Never man was true ; 
He said, None was false to you. 
He said, He had loved her long ; 
She said, Love should have no wrong. 
Gorydon would kiss her then ; 
She said, Maids must kiss no men 
Till they did for good and all ; 
Then she made the shepherd cal\ 
All the heavens to witness truth 
Never loved a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath, 
Yea and nay, faith and troth, 
Sueh as seely shepherds use 
When they will not love abuse, 
Love, whieh hsA been long deluded, 
Was with kisses sweet eoneluded ; 
And Phillida with garlands gay 
Was made the Lady of the May. 

Nieholas Bretom, 
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EPITHALAMION 

Yb leamed Sisters, whieh have oftentimes 

Been to the aiding, others to adora, 

Whom ye thought worthy of your graeelul rhymes, 

That even the greatest did not greatly seom 

To hear their names sung in your simple lays, 

Bttt joyed in their praise; 

And when ye list your own mishaps to moum, 

Whieh death, or love, or fortune's wreek did raise, 

Your string eould soon to sadder tenor tum, 

And teaeh the woods and waters to lament 

Your doleiul dreriment : 
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Now lay tbose 8 u t io w fu l oompliiiits mside ; 

And hmDg all yoor heids witb garimnds erowned, 

Help me mme own lore's pnises to resoimd ; 

Ne let the same of any be en^ted : 

So Orpheos did for h» own bride, 

So I nnto m¥8elf alone will sing ; 

The woods shall to me answer, and my edio ring. 

Early, before the world's light-giYing lamp 

His golden beam npon the niUs doth spread, 

Having dispersed the night's oneheerM damp, 

Do ye awalLe ; and with fre^ Insty bead 

Go to the bower of my beloved love, 

My truest tnrtle dove : 

Bidherawake; for Hvmen is awake, 

And long sinee ready lorth his mask to move, 

With his bright Tead that Aames with many a flake, 

And many a baehelor to wait on him, 

In their £resh garments trim. 

Bid her awake therefore, and soon her dight, 

For lo ! the wished day is eome at last, 

That shall for all the pains and sorrows past 

Pay to her nsury of long ddif ht : 

And, whilst she doth her di^t, 

Do ye to her of joy and solaee sing, 

That all the woods may answer, luul yoor eeho ring. 

Bring with you all the Nymphs that you ean hear, 

Both of the rivers and the forests green 

And of the sea that neighbours to her near, 

All with gay garlands goodly well beseen. 

And let them also with them bring in hand 

Another gay garlind, 

For my fair love, of lilies and of roses, 

Bound truelove wise, with a blue silk ribdnd. 

And let them make great store of bridal poses, 

And let them eke bring store of other Aowers, 

To deek the bridal bowers. 

And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread, 

For fear the stones her tender foot should wrong, 

Be strewed with iragrant Aowers all along, 

And diapred like the diseoloured mead. 

Whieh done, do at her ehamber door await, 

For she will waken straight, 

The whiles do ye this song unto her sing, 

The woods shall to you answer, and your eeho ring. 
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Ye Nymphs of MuUa, whieh with careful heed 

The silver-scaly trouts do tend full well, 

And greedy pikes whieh use therein to feed 

(Those trouts and pikes all others do excel), 

And ye likewise, whieh keep the rushy lake 

Where none do fishes take, 

Bind up the loeks the whieh hang seattered light, 

And in his waters, whieh your mirror make, 

Behold your faces as the erystal bright, 

That when you eome whereas my love doth lie, 

No blemish she may spy. 

And eke, ye lightfoot maids, whieh keep the door, 

That on the hoary mountain used to tower, 

And the wild wolves, whieh seek them to devour, 

With your steel darts do ehase from eoming near, 

Be also present here, 

To help to deek her, and to hdp to sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your eeho ring. 

Wake now, my love, awake t for it is time : 

The rosy Mom long sinee left Tithon's bed, 

All ready to her silver eoueh to elimb, 

And Phoebus gins to show his glorious head. 

Hark ! how the eheedul birds do ehant their lays, 

And earol of love's praise. 

The merry lark her matiils sings alolt ; 

The thrush replies ; the mavis deseant plays; 

The ouzel shnlb ; the ruddoek warbles soft : 

So goodly all agree with sweet eonsent 

To this day's merriment. 

Ah I my dear love, why do ye sleep thus long, 

When meeter were that ye should now awake, 

To await the eoming of your joyous make, 

And hearken to the bird's loveleamed song 

The dewy leaves among ? 

For they of joy and pleasanee to you sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their eeho ring. 

My love is now awake out of her dreams, 
And her fair eyes, like stars that dimmed were 
With darksome eloud, now show their goodly beams 
More bright than Hesperus his head doth rear. 
Come now, ye Damsels, daughters of delight, 
Help quickly her to dight I 
But first eome, ye fair Hours, whieh were begot, 
In Jove's sweet paradise, of Day and Night ; 
Whieh do the seasons of the year allot. 



j 



SPENSER 91 

And all that ever in this world is £dr 

Do make and still repair : 

And ye three handmaids of the Gyprian Qaeen, 

The whieh do still adom her beauty's pride, 

Help to adom my beaatifulest bride ; 

And, as ye her array, still throw between 

Some graees to be seen ; 

And, as ye use to Yenus, to her sing, 

The whiles the woods shall answer, and your eeho ring. 

Now is my loye all ready forth to eome : 

Let all the virgins therefore well await ; 

And ye, iresh Boys, that tend upon her groom, 

Prepare yourselves, for he is eoming straight. 

Set all your things in seemly good array, 

Fit for so joyful day : 

The joyfurst day that ever Sun did see. 

Fair Sun I show forth thy favourable ray, 

And let thy liiiill heat not fervent be, 

For fear of buming her sunshiny face, 

Her beauty to disgraee. 

O fairest Phoebus ! father of the Muse ! 

If ever I did honour thee aright, 

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight, 

Do not thy servant's simple boon reluse ; 

But let this day, let this one day, be mine ; 

Let all the rest be thine : 

Then I thy sovereign praises loud will sing, 

That all the woods shall answer, and their eeho ring. 

Hark ! how the Minstrels gin to shrill aloud 

Their merry Musie that resounds from far, 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling erowd, 

That well agree withouten breaeh or jar. 

But most of all the Damsels do delight, 

When they their timbrels smite, 

And thereunto do danee and earol sweet, 

That all the senses they do ravish quite ; 

The whiles the Boys run up and down the street, 

Grying aloud with strong confused noise, 

As if it were one voice, 

Hymen ! io Hymen 1 Hymen they do shout ; 

That even to the heavens their shouting shrill 

Doth reaeh, and all the firmament doth fill : 

To whieh the people standing all about, 

As in approvance, do thereto applaud, 

And loud advance her laud ; 
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And evennore they Hymen, Hymen ! sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their eeho ring. 

Lo ! where she eomes along with portly paee, 

like Phoebe, from her ehamber of the East, 

Arising forth to mn her mighty raee, 

eiad all in white, that seems a virgin best. 

So well it her beseems, that ye woiUd ween 

Some Angel she had been. 

Her long loose yellow loeks, like golden wire 

Sprinkled with pearl, and pearling Aowers atween, 

Do like a golden mantle her attire ; 

And being erowned with a garland green, 

Seem like some maiden Qaeen. 

Hermodest eyes, abash^ to behold 

So many gazers as on her do stare, 

Upon the lowly ground affixed are ; 

Ne dare lift up her eoimtenanee too bold, 

Bat blush to hear her praises sung so loud, 

So far from beingproud. 

Nathless, do ye stiU loud her praises sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your eeho ring. 

TeU me, ye Merehants' Daughters, did ye see 

So fair a ereature in your town before, 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 

Adomed with beaut/s graee and virtue's store ? 

Her goodly eyes like sapphires shining bright, 

Her torehead ivory white, 

Her eheeks Uke apples whieh the sun hath rudded, 

Her Ups like eherries eharming men to bite, 

Her breast Uke to a bowl of eream unerudded, 

Her paps like liUes budded, 

Her snowy neek like to a marble tower ; 

And all her body like a palaee ^ir, 

Aseending up, with many a stately stair, 

To honours seat and ehastity's sweet bower ! 

Why stand ye still, ye Yirgins, in amaze 

Upon her so to gaze, 

Wmles ye forget your former lay to sing, 

To whieh the woods did answer, and your eeho ring. 

But if ye saw that whieh no eyes ean see, 
The inward beauty of her lively spright, 
Gamished with heavenly giits of high deeree, 
Mueh more then would ye wonder at that sight, 
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And stand astonished like to those whieh read 

Mednsse's mazeful head. 

There dwdb sweet love, and eonstant ehastity, 

Unspotted faith, and eomely womanhood, 

Regard of honour, and mild modesty. 

There virtiie reigns as Qaeen in royal throne, 

And giveth laws alone, 

The whieh the base affections do obey, 

And yield their sendees onto her wilL 

Ne thought of things nneomely ever may 

Thereto approaeh to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye onee seen these her eelestial treasures 

And unrevealed pleasures, 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing, 

That all the woods should answer, and your eeho ring. 

Open the temple gates unto my love ! 

Open them wide that she may enter in, 

And all the posts adom as doth behove, 

And all the pillars deek with garlands trim, 

For to receive this Saint with honour due 

That eometh in to you ! 

With trembling steps and humble reverence, 

She eometh in before the Almighty*s view : 

Of her, ye virgins, leam obedienee, 

When so ye eome into those holy plaees, 

To humble your proud faces I 

Bring her up to the high altar, that she may 

The saered eeremonies there partake, 

The whieh do endless matrimony maJce ; 

And let the roaring organs loudly play 

The praises of the Lord in lively notes ; 

The whiles, with hollow throats, 

The Ghoristers the joyous anthem sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and their eeho ring. 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 

Hearing the holy priest that to her speaks, 

And blesseth her with his two happy hands, 

How the red roses flush up in her eheeks, 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermil stain, 

Like erimson dyed in grain I 

That even the Angels, whieh eontinually 

About the saered altar do remain, 

Forget their service, and about her fly, 

Oft peeping in her face, that seems more fair 

The more they on it stare. 
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But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are govern^d with goodly modestyi 

That suffers not one look to glanee awry, 

Whieh may let in a little thought unsound. 

Why blush ye, love, to give to me your hand 

The pledge of all our band ? 

Sing, ye sweet Angels, alleluia sing, 

That sill the woods may answer, and your eeho ring. 

Now all is done : bring home the Bride again ! 

Bring home the triumph of our victory I 

Bring home with you the glory of her gain, 

With joyance bring her and with jollity ! 

Never had man more joyful day than this, 

Whom heaven would heap with bliss. 

Make feast therefore now all this livelong day ; 

This day for ever to me holy is< 

Pour out the wine without restraint or stay, 

Pour not by eups but by the bellyful ! 

Pour out to all that wull, 

And sprinkle all the posts and walls with wine, 

That they may sweat, and drunken be withal ! 

Grown ye God Baeehus with a eoronal, 

And Hymen also erown with wreaths of vine ; 

And let the Graees danee unto the rest, 

For they oan do it best : 

The whiles the maidens do their earol sing, 

To whieh the woods shall answer, and their eeho ring. 

Ring ye the bells, ye Young Men of the town, 

And leave your wonted labours for this day : 

This day is holy ; do ye write it down, 

That ye for ever it remember may. 

This day the sun is in his chiefest height, 

Wth Bamaby the bright, 

From whenee deelining daily by degrees, 

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light, 

When onee the Grab behind his baek he sees. 

But for this time it ill ordained was, 

To ehoose the longest day in all the year, 

And shortest night, when longest fitter were : 

Yet never day so long but late would pass ! 

Ring ye the bells, to make it wear away, 

And bonfires make all day ; 

And danee about them, and about them sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your eeho ring ! 
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Ah ! when will this long weary day have end, 

And lend me leave to eome onto my love ? 

How slowly do the hoors their numbers spend ; 

How slowly does sad Time his feathers move ! 

Haste thee, O £urest Planet ! to thy home 

Within the Westem foam : 

Thy tir^ steeds long sinee have need of rest ! 

Long though it be, at last I see it gloom, 

And the bnght evening star with golden erest 

Appear out of the E^t. 

Fair ehild of beauty ! glorious lamp of love ! 

That all the host of heaven in ranks dost lead, 

And guidest lovers through the night's sad dread, 

How eheerhiUy thou lookest irom above, 

And seem'st to laugh atween thy twinklhig light, 

As joying in the sight 

Of these glad many, whieh for joy do sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their eeho ring I 

Now eease, ye Damseb, your delights forepast ! 

Enough is it that all the day was yours : 

Now day is done, and night is nighing fast, 

Now bring the Bride into the bridal ^wers. 

The night is eome, now soon her disarray, 

And in her bed her lay ; 

Lay her in lilies and in violets, 

And silken eurtains over her display, 

And odoured sheets, and Arras coverlets. 

Behold how goodly my fiair love does lie 

In proud humility ! 

Like unto Maia, when as Jove her took 

In Tempe, lying on the Aowery grass 

'Twixt sleep and wake, after she weary was 

With bathing in the Aeidalian brook ! 

Now it is night, ye Damsels may be gone ; 

And leave my love alone ; 

And leave likewise your former lay to sing : 

The woods no more shall answer, nor your eeho ring. 

Now weleome, Night ! thou Night so long expected, 
That long da/s labour dost at last defray, 
And all my eares, whieh eruel love eolleeted, 
Hast summed in one, and eaneell^d for aye ! 
Spread thy broad wing over my love and me, 
That no man may us see ; 
And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 
From fear of peril and foul horror free. 
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Let no false treason seek us to entrap, 

Nor any dread dis<quiet onee annoy 

The saiety of our joy ; 

But let the night be ealm and quietsome, 

Without tempestuous storms or sad affray : 

Like as when Jove with fair Alemena lay, 

When he begot the great Tirynthian groom : 

Or like as when he with thyself did lie, 

And begot Majesty. 

And let the maids and yoimg men eease to sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their eeho ring. 

Let no lamenting eries nor doleful tears 

Be heard all night within, nor yet without ; 

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden fears, 

Break gentle sleep with misconceived doubt. 

Let no deluding dreams, nor dread^il sights, 

Make sudden sad affrights, 

Ne let housefires, nor lightning's helpless harms ; 

Ne let the Pouke, nor other evil sprites, 

Ne let mischievous witehes with their eharms, 

Ne let hobgoblins, names whose sense we see not, 

Fray us with things that be not ! 

Let not the shriek-owl, nor the stork, be heard ; 

Nor the night raven, that still deadly yells ; 

Nor damn^d ghosts, ealled up with mighty spells, 

Nor grisly vultures make us onee affeared ! 

Ne let the unpleasant ehoir of frogs still eroaking 

Make us to wish their ehoking ! 

Let none of these their dreary aeeents sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their eeho ring. 

But let still Silenee true night-watehes keep, 

That saered peaee may in assuranee reign, 

And timely Sleep, when it is time to sleep, 

May pour his Umbs forth on your pleasant plain ; 

The whiles an hundred little winged Loves, 

Like divers feathered doves, 

Shall fly and Autter round about the bed, 

And in the seeret dark, that none reproves, 

Their pretty stealths shall work, and snares shall s] 

To filch away sweet snatehes of delight, 

Goneealed tlurough covert night. 

Ye sons of Yenus, play your sports at will ; 

For grpedy Pleasure, eareless of your toys, 

Thiiues more upon her paradise of ioys, 

Then wihat ye do, albeit good or ill ! 
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All night therefore attend your merry play, 

For it will soon be day : 

Now none doth hinder you, that say or sing ; 

Ne will the woods now answer, nor your eeho ring. 

Who is the same, whieh at my window peeps, 

Or whose is that fair face that shines so bright ? 

Is it not Gynthia, she that never sleeps, 

But walks about high heaven all the night ? 

O fairest goddess ! do thou not envj^ 

My love with me to spy ; 

For thou likewise didst love, thou^h now unthought, 

And for a fleece of wool, whieh pnvily 

The Latmian shepherd onee unto thee brought, 

Hb pleasures with thee wrought ! 

Therefore to us be favourable now ; 

And sith of women's labours thou hast eharge, 

And generation goodly dost enlarge, 

Ineline thy wiU t' efiect our wishml vow, 

And the ehaste womb inform with timely seed, 

That may our comfort breed : 

Till whieh we eease our hopeful hap to sing, 

Ne let the woods us answer, nor our eeho ring. 

And thou, great Juno, whieh with awful might 

The laws of wedloek still dost patronise, 

And the religion of the faith first plight 

With saered rights hast taught to solemnise, 

And eke for comfort often eall^ art 

Of women in their smart : 

Etemally bind thou this lovely band, 

And all thy blessings unto us impart ! 

And thou, glad Genius, in whose gentle hand 

The bridal bower and genial bed remain 

Without blemish or stain, 

And the sweet pleasures of their love's delight 

With seeret aid dost sueeour and supply, 

Till they bring forth the fruitful progeny : 

S«id us the timely fruit of this same night ! 

And thou, fair Hebe, and thou, Hymen free, 

Grant that it may so be I 

Till whieh we eease your further praise to sing, 

Ne any woods shall answer, nor your eeho ring. 

And ye high Heavens, the temple of the Gods, 
In whieh a thousand torehes fiaming bright 
Do bum, that to us wretehed earthly cl<^s 
In dreadful darkness lend desired light ; 

G 
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And all ye Powers whieh in the same remain, 

More than we men ean feign : 

Pour out your blessing on us plenteously, 

And happy inAuenee upon us rain, 

That we may raise a large posterity, 

Whieh from the earth, whieh they may long possess 

With lasting happiness, 

Up to your haughty palaees may mount : 

And, for the guerdon, of their glorious merit, 

May heavenly tabemaeles there inherit, 

Of blessed Saints, for to inerease the eount ! 

So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this, 

And eease till then our timely joys to sing — 

The woods no more us answer, nor our eeho ring. ' 

Songl Diade in litu of many omamentSy 

With whieh my love should duly have been deeked^ 

Whieh eutting offthrough hasty aeeidents^ 

Ye would not stayyour diu tinu to expect^ 

Butpromised both to reeompense : 

Be unto her a goodly omament^ 

Andfor short time an endless monument, 

Edmund Spenser» 
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PROTHALAMION 

Calm was the day, and through the trembling air 
Sweet breathing Zephyrus did soltly play, 
A gentle spirit that lightly did delay 
Hot Titan s beams, whieh then did glister fair ; 
When I, whom sullen eare, 
Through diseontent of my long fruitless stay 
In Prinee's eourt, and expectation vain 
Of idle hopes, whieh still do fly away' 
Like empty shadows, did aiHiet my brain, 
Walked forth to ease my pain 
Along the shore of silver-streaming Thames ; 
Whose rutty bank, the whieh his river hems, 
Was painted all with variable flowers, 
And all the meads adomed with dainty gems 
Fit to deek maidens' bowers, 
And erown their paramours 
Against the bridal day, whieh is not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 
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There, in a meadow by the river*s dde, 
A flock of Nymphs I ehane^ to espy, 
All lovely daughters of the Flood thereby, 
With goodly greenish loeks, all loose untied, 
As eaeh had been a bride ; 
And eaeh one had a little wieker basket, 
Made of fine twigs, entrail^ euriously, 
In whieh they gathered Aowers to fill their Aasket, 
And with fine nngers eropped iull featously 
The tender stalks on high. 
Of every sort whieh in Uiat meadow grew 
They gathered some : the violet, palud blue, 
The little daisy that at evening doses, 
The virgin lily, and the primrose true, 
With store of venneil roses, 
To deek their brid^ooms' posies 
Against the bridal day, whieh was not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 

With that I saw two swans of goodly hue 
Come sofUy swimming down along Uie lea ; 
Two fairer birds I yet did never see : 
The snow, whieh doth the top of Pindus strew, 
Did never whiter shew, 
Nor Tove himself, when he a swan would be 
For love of Leda, whiter did appear ; 
Yet Leda was, they say, as white as he, 
Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near : 
So purely white they were, 
That even the gentle stream, the whieh them bare, 
Seemed foul to them, and bade his billows spare 
To wet their silken feathers, lest they m^ht 
Soil their fair plumes with water not so fair, 
And mar their beauties bright, 
That shone as heaven's light 
Against their bridal day, whieh was not long ; 
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 

£ftsoons the Nymphs, whieh now had Aowers their fill, 

Ran all in haste to see that silver brood, 

As they eame Aoating on the erystal flood ; 

Whom when they saw, they stood amaz^ still, 

Their wond'ring eyes to fill : 

Them seemed they never saw a sight so fair, 

Of fowls so lovely that tl^ey sure did deem 

Them heavenly bom, or to be that same pair 

Whieh through the sky draw Yenus' silver team ; 
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For sure they did not seem 
To be begot of any earthly seed, 
But rather angeb, or of angels' breed ; 
Yet were they bred of summer's heat, they say, 
In sweetest se<ason, when eaeh Aower and weed 
The earth did fresh array ; 
So iresh they seemed as day, 
£ven as their bridal day, wlueh was not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 

Then forth they all out of their baskets drew 
Great store of Aowers, the honour of the field, 
That to the sense did fragrant odours yield, 
All whieh upon those goodly birds they threw, 
And all the waves did strew, 
That like old Peneus' waters they did seem, 
When, down along by pleasant Tempe's shore, 
Seattered with Aowers throu^h Thessaly they stream, 
That they appear, through Iilies' plenteous store, 
Like a bride's ehamber floor. 

Two of those Nymphs, meanwhile, two garlands bound 
Of freshest Aowers whieh in that mead they found, 
The whieh presenting all in trim array, 
Their snowy foreheads therewithal they erowned, 
Whilst one did sing this lay, 
Prepared against that day, 
Against their bridal day, whieh was not long 
(Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song !): — 

' Ye gentle birds, the world's fair omament, 
And heaven's glory, whom this happy hour 
Doth lead unto your lovers' blissful bower, 
Jaj may you have, and gentle hearts eontent 
Ot your love's eonplement ! 
And let fair Yenus, that is queen of love, 
With her heart-quelling son upon you smile : 
Whose smile, they say, hath virtue to remove 
All love*s dislike, and friendship's faulty guile 
For ever to assoil ! 

Let endless peaee your steadfast hearts aeeord, 
And blessed plenty wait upon your board ; 
And let jrour bed with pleasures ehaste abound, 
That fruitful issue may to you aflbrd, 
Whieh may your foes confound, 
And make your joys redound 
Upon your bridal day, whieh is not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run soltly, till I end my song.' 
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So ended sbe ; uid all the leit arouDd 
To her tedoubled th&t her undenong, 
Whieh uiid, tbeie brida] diy ihould not be long : 
And gentle Eebo from the aeighbone ground 
Theii aeeents did resound. 
So fo[th those joyous blrds did pasa otoDg 
Adown Ibe X^c, tbat lo Ibem munnuied low, 
As be would speali, but that he lM:ked a tongue, 
Vet did by sigus bis gUd oReetion sbow, 
Miking his stieam run slow ; 
And aU the fowl whieh in bis flood did dwell 
'Gan flock about Ibese twain, tbal did exce1 
Tbe rest, so ikr as Gyntbia doth sbend 
Tbe lesser slais. So they, eniangM well, 
Did on those two attend, 
And Ibeii best semee lead 
Againsl iheii wedding day, whieb was not long : 
Sweet Thames .' lun softly, till I end my song. 

At length tbe; all to merry London ome, 

To meiry London, my most kindly nurse, 

That to me gave this lire's 6r5t native souree, 

Thougb from anolbei plaee I take my name, 

An house of aneienl fame ! 

Theie when they eame, wbereas tbose biieky towels 

The nhieh on Tbaoies' broad, aged baek do lide, 

Where now the studious lawyeis have Iheii bowen ; 

There whilom wont the Templar Knigbis to blde, 

Till tbey deeayed tbrough piide ; 

Next whereunto tbeie stands a stalely plaee, 

Wbeie oft I gainM gifts and goodly graee 

Of that greal loid, whieb therein wont to dwell ; 

Whose want too nell now feeU my friendless ease ; 

Bul ab 1 here SIs not well 

Old woes, bul j oys, lo tell 

Agunsl the bndal day, whieh is not long : 

Sweet Tbames ! ruo so^ly, till I end my song. 

Vet therein now dotb lodge a noble peer, 

Gieat Eagland's gloiy and Ihe world's wide wondei, 

Whose dreadiiil name lale tbrougb oll Spain did tbundei 

And Heieules' two pillars standing near 

Did make to quake and fear. 

F«ir brsileh ol honour, Aower of chivaliy, 

That fillest England witb tby triumph's fiune, 

Joy bave Ihou of Ihy noble victoiy, 

And endless bappiness of thine own name 
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That promiseth the same ! 
That, through thy prowess and victorious arms, 
Thy eountry may be freed from foreign harms, 
And great £lisa*s glorious name may ring 
Through all the world, filled with thy wide alarms, 
Whieh some brave muse may sing 
To ages following, 

Upon the bridal day, whieh is not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song. 

From those high towers this noble lord issuing, 
like radiant Hesper, when his golden hair 
In the oeean billows he hath bath^ foir, 
Deseended to the river's open viewing, 
With a great train ensuing. 
Above the rest were goomy to be seen 
Two gentle knights of lovely face and feature, 
Beseeming well the bower of any aueen, 
With gifts of wit and omaments oi nature 
Fit for so goodly stature 

That like the twins of Jove they seemed in sight, 
Whieh deek the bauldriek of the heavens bright : 
They two, forth paeing to the river^s side, 
Received those two fair brides, their love*s delight ; 
Whieh at th* appointed tide, 
£ach one did make his bride 
Against their bridal day, whieh is not long : 
Sweet Thames ! run soitly, till I end my song. 

Edmund Spenser, 
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FAIN WOULD I, BUT I DARE NOT 

Fain would I, but I dare not ; I dare, and yet I may not ; 
I may, although I eare not, for pleasure when I play not. 
You laugh beoiuse you Uke not ; I jest whenas I joy not ; 
You pieree, although you strike not; I strike and yet annoy 
not. 

I spy, whenas I speak not ; for oft I speak and speed not ; 

But of my wounds you reek not, beeause yon see they bleed 

not; 
Yet bleed they where you see not, but you the pain endnre not ; 
Oi noble mind they be not, that ever kill and enre not. 



.J 



RALEIGH 103 

I see, whenas I Tiew not ; I wish, although I cxxwe not ; 
I serve, and yet I sue not ; I hope for that I have not ; 
I eateh, althoogh I hold not ; I barn, althongh I Aame not ; 
I seem, whenas I woold not ; and when I seem, I am not. 

Yours am I, though I seem not, and will be, thongh I show not ; 
Mine outward deeds then deem not, when mine intent yon know 

not ; 
But if my senring prove not most sure, although I sue not, 
Withdraw yonr mind and love not, nor of my ruin rue not. 

lValUr RaUigk. 
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THE SILENT LOVER 

Passions are likened best tofloods and streams : 
The shallom murmur but the dup are dumb ; 
SOy when affections yield diseourse^ it seems 

The bottom is but shaliow whenee they eome. 
They that are rieh in wordsy in words discover 
That they arepoor in that whieh makes a looer, 

Wrong not, sweet empress of my heart, 

The merit of true passion, 
With thinking that he feels no smart, 

That sues ior no eompassion ; 

Sinee, if my plaints serve not to approve 

The conquest of thy beauty, 
It eomes not from defect of loYe, 

But from excess of duty. 

For, knowing that I sue to serve 

A saint of sueh perfection, 
As all desire, but none deserve, 

A plaee in her affection : 

I rather ehoose to want relief 

Than venture the revealing. 
Where glory reeommends the grief, 

Despair distrusts the healing ! 
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Thus those'desires that aim too high 

For any mortal lover, 
When reason eannot make them die, 

Diseretion doth them cover. 

Yet, when diseretion doth bereave 
The plaints that they should utter, 

Then thy diseretion may perceive 
That silenee is a suitor. 

Silenee in love bewrays morewoe 
Than words, though ne*er so witty ; 

A beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May ehallenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart, 
My true, though seeret, passion : 

He smarteth most that hides his smart, 
And sues for no eompassion. 

lValUr RaUigh, 
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TO eOLIN GLOUT 

Bbauty sat bathing by a spring, 

Where Tairest shades did hide her. 
The winds blew ealm, the birds did sing, 

The eool streams ran beside her. 
My wanton thoughts entieed mine eye 

To see what was forbidden : 
Bnt better memory said, Fie, 

So vain desire was ehidden — 

Hey, nonnie, nonnie ! 

Into a slumber then I fell, 

When fond imagination 
Seem^ to see but eould not tell 

Her feature or her fashion. 
But, even as babes in dreams do smile 

And sometimes fall a weeping, 
So I awaked, as wise this while, 

As when I fell a sleeping — 

Hey, nonnie, nonnie ! 

Anthony Munday, 



SIDNEY los 

8l 
ONLY JOY 

Only Toy, now here you are 
Fit to hear and ease my eare, 
Let my whispering voice obtain 
Sweet rewara for sharpest pain ; 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! ' 

Night hath elosed all in her eloak, 
Twinkling stars love-thoughts provoke, 
Danger henee, good eare doth keep, 
Jealousy himseli doth sleep ; 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! * 

Better plaee no wit ean find 
Gupid's knot to loose or bind ; 
These sweet Aowers our fine bed too, 
Us in their best language woo ; 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 
' No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! * 

This small light the moon bestows 
Senres thy b«uns but to diselose ; 
So to raise my hap more high, 
Fear not else, none ean us spy ; 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! ' 

That you heard was but a mouse, 
Dumb Sleep holdeth all the honse : 
Yet asleep, methinks they say, 

* Young iools take tiriie while you may ! ' 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! * 

Nip^ard Time threats, if we miss 
This large oiTer of our bliss, 
Long stay, ere he grant the same. 
Sweet, then, while eaeh thing doth frame, 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 
' No, no,^no, no, my Dear, let be ! * 
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Your fair mother is a-bed, 
Gandles out and eurtains spread ; 
She thinks you do letters write ; 
Write, but first let me indite : 
Take me to thee, and thee to me— 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be I * 

Sweet, alas, why strive you thus ? 
Goneord better ntteth us. 
Leave to Mars the force of hands, 
Your power in your beauty stands. 
Take thee to me, and me to thee — 
*No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be !.' 

Woe to me ! and do you swear 

Me to hate ? but I forbear ! 

Gursed be my destinies all, 

That brought me so high to hll ! 

Soon with my death I will please thee — 

* No, no, no, no, my Dear, let be ! ' 

PAilip Sidney, 
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THOSE LOOKS WHOSE BEAMS BE JOY 

I'hose looks, whose beams be joy, whose motion is delight ; 
That face, whose leeture shows what perfect beauty is ; 
That presenee, whieh doth give dark hearts a livii^ light ; 
That graee, whieh Yenus weeps that she herself doth miss ; 
That hand, whieh without toueh holds more than Atks might ; 
Those lips, whieh make death's pay a mean priee for a kiss ; 
That skin, whose past-praise hue seoms this poor term of white ; 
Those words, whieh do sublime the quintessence of bliss ; 
That voice, whieh makes the soul plant himself in the ears ; 
That conversation sweet, where sueh high comforts be, 
As, eonstered in true speeeh, the name of heaven it bears — 
Makes me in my best thoughts and quietest judgments see 
That in no more but these I might be fully blest : 
Yet, ah ! my maiden Muse doth blu^ to tell the best ! 

Philip Sidtuy. 
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83 
WITH HOW SAD STEPS 

WiTH how sad steps, O Moon, thou elim'st the skies ! 

How silentl^, and with how wan a Bsiee ! 

What, may it be that even in heay'nly plaee 

That busy areher his sharp arrows tnes ? 

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes 

Can judge of love, thou feel'st a lover's ease : 

I reaid it in thy looks ; thy languished graee 

To me, that feel the like, thy state deseries. 

Then, ev'n of fellowship, O Moon, tell me, 

Is eonstant love deem'd there but want of wit ? 

Are beauties there as proud as here they be ? 

Do they above love to be lo^'d, and yet 

Those lovers seom whom that love doth possess ? 

Do they eall virtue there ungratefulness ? 

Philip Sidney. 

84 

I MIGHT 

I MIGHT ! — unhappy word — O me, I might, 
And then would not, or eould not, see my bliss, 
Till now wrapt in a most infemal night, 
I find how heav'nly day, wreteh ! I did miss ! 
Heart, rend thyself — thou dost thyself but right ! 
No lovely Paris made thy Helen his ; 
No force, no fraud robbed thee of thy delight ; 
Nor Fortune of thy fortune author is ; 
But to myself myself did give the blow, 
While too mueh wit, forsooth, so troubled me, 
That I respeets for both our sakes must show : 
And yet eould not, by rising moro, foresee 
How fair a day was near. O punished eyes, 
That I had been more foolish, or more wise ! 

Pkilip Sidney, 

85 

SONG 

Who hath his fancy pleasM 
With fruits of happy sight, 

Let here his eyes be rais^d 
On Nature's sweetest light : 
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A light whieh doth dissever, 
And yet unite the eyes ; 

A light whieh, dying neyer, 
Is eause the looker dies. 

She never dies, but lasteth 
In life of lover's heart ; 

He ever dies that wasteth 
In love his chiefest part : 

Thus is her life still guarded 
In never-dying faith ; 

Thus is his death rewarded, 
Sinee she lives in his death. 

Look, then, and die. The pleasure 
Doth answer well the pain ; 

Small loss of mortal treasure, 
Who may immortal gain ! 

Immortal be her graees, 
Immortal is her mind : 

They fit for heavenly plaees, 
This heaven in it doth bind. 

But eyes these beauties see not, 
Nor sense that graee deseries ; 

Yet eyes depriv^d be not 
From sight of her fair eyes, 

Whieh, as of inward glory 
They are the outward seaC 

So may they live still sorry, 
Whieh die not in that weal. 

But who hath fancies pleas^d 
With fruits of happy sight, 

Let here his eyes be rais^ 
On Nature*s sweetest light ! 

Philip Sidney, 

86 
MY TRUE LOVE HATH MY HEART 

My true love hath my heart, and I have his, 
By just exchange one for another given : 

I hold his dear, and mine he eannot miss, 
There never was a better bargain driven : 

My true love hath my heart, and I have his. 
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His heart in me kee]» him and me in one, 
My heart in him nis thonghts and senses guides : 

He loYes my heart, for onee it was his own, 
I eherish his beeause in me it bides : 

My tme loTe hath my heart, and I have his. 

Philip Sidney. 

SONG 

The Nightingale, as soon as April bringeth 

Unto her rested sense a perfect waking, 

While late-bare Earth, proud of new elothing, springeth, 

Sings out her woes, a thom her song-book makmg; 

And, moumiully bewailing, 

Her throat in tunes expres$eth 

What grief her breast oppresseth 

For Tereus' force on her ehaste will prevailing. 

O Philomela fair ! O take some glaaness 

That here is juster eause of plaintlul sadness ! 

Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth ; 

Thy thom without, my thom my heart invadeth. 

Alas ! she hath no other eause of anguish 

But Tereus* love, on her by strong hand wroken ; 

Wherein she suiTering, all her spirits languisb, 

Full womanlike eomplains her will was broken. 

But I, who, daily eraring, 

Gannot have to eontent me, 

Have more eause to lament me, 

Sinee wanting is more woe than too mueh having. 

O Philomela fair ! O take some gladness 

That here is juster eause of plaintful sadness ! 

Thine earth now springs, mme fadeth ; 

Thy thora without, my thom my heart invadeth. 

Pkilip Sidmy, 
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SPLENDIDIS LONGUM YALEDIGO NUGIS 

Lbavb me, O Love, whieh reaehest but to dust, 
And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things ! 
Grow rieh in that whieh never tsUeeth rast : 
Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 



j 
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Draw in thy beamSi and humble all thy might 
To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be ; 
Whieh breaks the elouds, and opens forth the light, 
That doth both shine, and give us sight to see. 
O, take £BLSt hold ! let that light be thy guide 
In this small eourse whieh birth draws out to death, 
And think how evil beeometh him to slide, 
Who seeketh heaven, and eomes of heavenly breath. 
Tlien farewell, world ; thy uttermost I see : 
Etemal Love, maintain thy life in me. 

Philip Sidruy. 
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WHAT BIRD SO SINGS 

What bird so sings, yet so does wail ? 
O, 'tis the ravished nightingale ! 
* J«^» j«g> jug> jug, tereu,' she eries, 
And stillher woes at midnight rise. 
Brave priek-song ! who is't now we hear ? 
None but the lark so sbriU and elear ; 
Now at heaven's gates she elaps her wings, 
The mom not waking till she sings, 
Hark, hark, with wluLt a pretty mroat, 
Poor robin redbreast tunes his note ; 
Hark how the joUy euekoos sing 
Guekoo to weleome in the spring ! 
Guekoo to weleome in the spring ! 

John Lyly, 
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ROSALIND'S SONG 

LovB in my bosom like a bee 

Doth suek his sweet : 
Now with his wings he plays with me, 

Now with his feet. 
Within mine eyes he makes his nest, 
His bed amidst my tender breast ; 
My kisses are his daily feast ; 
And yet he robs me of my rest 

Ah wanton, will ye? 
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And if I sleep, then pereheth he 

WithprettyA^ht, 
And makes his piUow of my knee 

The liveloi^ night 
Strike I my lute, he tanes the string ; 
He masie playsy if so I sing ; 
He lends me every lovely ming : 
Yet eruel he my heart doth sting. 

Whist, wanton, still ye ! 

Else I with roses every day 

Will whip you henee, 
And bind youy when yoa long to play, 

For yoor offence. 
I '11 shut mine eyes to keep you in, 
1 11 make you fast it for your sin, 
I 'II eount your power not worth a pin . . . 
Alas, what hereby shall I win, 

If he gainsay me ? 

What if I beat the wanton boy 

With many a rod ? 
He will repay me with annoy, 

Beeause a god. 
Then sit thou safely on my knee, 
Then let thy bower my bosom be ; 
Lork in mine eyes, I Uke of thee ! 
O Gupid, so thou pity me, 

Spare not, but play thee ! 

Thomas Lodge, 
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A LOYER'S VOW 

FiRST shall the heavens want starry light, 
The seas be robb^d of their waves, 
The day want sun, the sun want bright, 
The night want shade, the dead men graves, 
The April ilowers and leaf and tree, 
Before I ^alse my faith to thee ! 

First shaU the tops of highest hills 
By hnmble plains be overpried, 
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And poets seorn the Muses' ^uills, 
And bsh forsake the water-ghde, 

And Iris lose her eoloured weed, 

Before I fail thee at thy need ! 

First direful Hate shall tum to peaee, 
And Love relent in deep disdain, 
And Death his fatal stroke shall eease, 
And Envy pity every pain, 

And Pleasure moum, and Sorrow smile, 

Before I talk of any guile ! 

First Time shall stay his stayless raee, 
And Winter bless his boughs with eom, 
And snow bemoisten July s face, 
And Winter Spring and Summer moum, 
Before my pen by help of fame 
Gease to reeite thy saered name ! 

Thomas Lodge, 
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A PRAISE OF ROSALIND 

Of all ehaste birds the Phoenix doth excel, 
Of all strong beasts the lion bears the bell, 
Of all sweet Aowers the rose doth sweetest smell, 
Of all fair maids my Rosalind is fairest. 

Of all pure metals gold is sole pur^t, 

Of all high trees the pine hath highest erest, 

Of all soft sweets I like my mistress' breast, 

Of all ehaste thoughts my mistress* thoughts are rarest. 

* 

Of all proud birds the eagle pleaseth Jove, 
Of pretty ibwls kind Yenus likes the dove, 
Of trees Minerva doth the olive love, 
Of all sweet nymphs I honour Rosalind. 

Of all her gifts her wisdom pleaseth most, 
Of all her graees virtue she doth boast : 
For all these gifts my life and jo^ is lost, 
If Rosalind prove erael and unkmd. 

Thomas Lodge, 
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AN OLD SOLDIER 

His golden loeks Time hath to silver turned — 
O Time too swiit, O swiftness never eeasing ! 
His yonth 'gainst time and age hath ever spumed, 
But spumed in vain ; youth waneth by inereasing ! 
Beauty, strength, youth, are Aowers but fading seen ; 
Duty^ &ith, love, are roots, and ever green. 

His helmet now shall make an hive for bees, 
And, lovers' sonnets tumed to holy psalms, 
A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees, 
And feed on prayers, whieh are Old Age his alms : 
But, though trom eourt to eottage he depart, 
His saint is sure of his unspotted heart. 

And when he saddest sits in homely eell, 

He '11 teaeh his swains this earol for a song : — 

' Blessed be the hearts that wish my sovereign well, 

Gurs^ be souls that think her any wrong ! ' 

Goddess, allow this aged man his right, 

To be your bedesman now that was your knight ! 

Georgt Ptelt, 
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SAMELA 

LlKE to Diana in her summer-weed, 
Girt with a erimson robe of brightest dye 

Goes fair Samela 

Whiter than be the flocks that straggling feed, 
When washed by Arethusa's Fount they lie, 

Is fair Samela. 

As fair Aurora in her moming-grey, 
Deeked with the mddy glister of her love, 

Is fair Samela. 

Like lovely Thetis on a ealm^d day, 
Whenas her brightness Neptune's fancy move, 

Shines fair Samela. 

H 
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Her tresses gold, her eyes like glassy streams, 
Her teeth are pearl, the hreasts are ivory 

Of iair Samela ! 

Her eheeks, like rose and lily, yield forth gleams, 
Her brows bright arehes framed of ebony, 

Thus fair Samela 

Passeth fair Yenus in her bravest hue, 
And Juno in the show of majesty 

(For she's Samela !), 

Pallasinwit! All three, ifyou well view, 
For beauty, wit, and matehless dignity 

Yield to Samela. 

Robert Greene, 
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WEEP NOT, MY WANTON 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there 's griet enou^ for thee ! 

Mother*s wag, pretty lK>y, 

Father*s sorrow, father's joy, 

When thy father first did see 

Sueh a boy by him and me, 

He was glad, I was woe : 

Fortune ehang^ made him so, 

When he left his pretty boy, 

Last his sorrow, first his joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there 's griet enough for thee ! 

Streaming tears that never stint, 

Like pearl-drops from a fiint, 

Fell by eourse from his eyes, 

That one another's plaee supplies. 

Thus he grieved in every part : 

Tears of blood fell from his heart, 

When he left his pretty boy, 

Father's sorrow, tather's joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there 's griet enough for thee ! 

The wanton smiled, father wept, 

Mother eried, baby leapt ; 
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More he erowed, more we eried, 

Nature eould not sorrow hide : 

He most go, he must kiss 

Ghild and mother, baby bliss, 

For he left his pretty boy, 

Pather's sorrow, fatner*s joy. 
Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 
When thou art old there 's griet enough for thee I 

Robirt Greene. 
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LOVE IN ARGADY 

Ah, what is love ? It is a pretty thing, 
As sweet unto a shepherd as a kmg, 

And sweeter too ; 
For kings have eares that wait upon a erown, 
And eares ean make the sweetest love to frown : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 
If eountry loves sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

His flocks are folded, he eomes home at night, 
As merry as a king in his delight, 

And merrier too ; 
For kings bethink them what the state require, 
Where shepherds eareless earol by the fire : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 
If eoyntry loves sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

He kisseth first, then sits as blithe to eat 

His eream and eurds as doth the king his meat, 

And blither too ; 
For kings haYe often fears when they do sup, 
Where ^epherds dread no poison in their eup : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 
If eountry loTes sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

To bed he goes, as wanton then, I ween, 
As is a king in dallianee with a queen, 

More wanton too ; 
For kings have many grief s efiects to move, 
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Where shepherds have no greater grief than love : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 
If eountry loves sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

Upon his eoueh of straw he sleeps as sound, 
As doth the king upon his beds of down, 

More sounder too ; 
For eares eause kings full oft their sleep to spill, 
Where weary shepherds lie and snort their ml : 

Ah then ! ah then ! 
If eountry loves sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

Thus with his wife he spends the year, as blithe 
As doth the king at every tide or sithe, 

And blither too ; 
For kings have wars and broils to take in hand, 
Where shepherds laugh and love upon the land : 

Ah then! ah then ! 
If eountry loves sueh sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain ? 

Hobert Greene^ 
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THE BURNING BABE 

As I in hoary winter's night 

Stood shivering in the snow^ 
Surprised I was with sudden heat, 

Whieh made my heart to glow ; 
And lifting up a fearful eye 

To view what fire was near, 
A pretty Babe all buming bright, 

Did in the air appear : 
Who, seoreh^d with excessive heat, 

Sueh Aoods of tears did shed, 
As though his Aoods should aueneh his Aames, 

Whieh with his tears were ored. 
* Alas ! * quoth he, * but newly bom, 

In fiery heats I fry, 
Yet none approaeh to warm their hearts 

Or feel my fire, but I. 
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My fanltless breast the lunuiee is, 

The fuel wounding thorns ; 
LoYe is the fire, and sighs the smoke, 

The ashes shames and seoms ; 
The iiiel Tostiee layeth on, 

And lierey blows the eoals ; 
The metal in this famace wrought 

Are men*s defil^d souls : 
For whieh, as now on fire I am 

To work them to their good, 
So will I melt into a bath, 

To wash them in my blood ! ' 
A^th this he vanished out of sight, 

And swiftly shrunk away, 
And straight I ealled unto my mind 

That it was Ghristmas Day. 

Robert SouthtoelL 



98 

A SUPPLIGATION 

LOOK, Delia, how we esteem the half-blown rose, 
The image of thy blush, and summer's honour, 
Whilst yet her tender bud doth undiselose 
That fiill of beauty Time bestows upon her ! 
No sooner spreads her glory in the air, 
But straight her wide-blown pomp eomes to deeline. 
She then is seom'd, that late adom'd the fair : 
So fade the roses of those eheeks of thine ! 
No April ean revive thy wither'd flow*rs, 
Whose springing graee adoms the glory now : 
Swiit speedy Time, feather*d with ^^dng hours, 
Dissolves the beau^ of the fairest brow ! 
Then do not thou sueh treasure waste in vain, 
But love now, whilst thou may'st be lov'd again. 

But love whilst that thou may'st be lov'd s^^ain, 
Now whilst thy May hath fill'd thy lap witli Aowers ! 
Now, whilst thy beauty bears without a stain, 
Now use the summer smiles, ere winter lowers ! 
And whilst thou spread'st unto the rising sun 
The £urest Aower that ever saw the light, 
Now joy thy time before thy sweet be done, 
And, Delia, think thy moming must have night, 
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And that thy br^tness sets at length to west, 
When thoa wilt dose up that whi(£ now thoa show'st, 
And think the same beeomes thy &ding best, 
Whidi then shall most inveil, and sharow most ! 
Men do not weigh the stalk for that it was, 
When onee they find her Aow'r, her glory, pass. 

When men shall find thy Aow'r, thy glory, pass, 
And thon, with carefiil brow, sitting alone, 
Receiv^ hast this message from thy glass, 
That tells the truth, and says that all is gone ; 
Fresh shalt thoa see in me the woonds thou mad st, 
Thoogh spent thy flame, in me the heat remaining : 
I that have lov'd thee thus beibre thoa iad'st, 
My fiuth shall wax, when thoa art in thy waning. 
The world shall find this mirade in me, 
Tbat fire ean bam when all the matter 's spent ! 
Then what my &ith hath been thyself shall see, 
And that thoa wast onkind thou may'st repent — 
Thoa may'st repent that thoa hast seom'd my tears, 
When winter snows opon thy sable haiis ! 

SamMel DohUI. 
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LOVE 

LovE is a sidoiess fall <^ woes, 

All remedies refiising ; 
A plant that with most eutting grows, 
Most barren with best osing. 

"Whyso? 
More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sighing eries 

Heighho ! 

Love is a torment of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 
And Jove hath made it of a Idnd 
Not wdl, nor ioll, nor £Eisting. 

Whyso? 
More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it si^iing eries 

He^hho ! 

Satmmel DoHid. 
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A REHONSTRAMCC 

Why shentd 70UI &u eyes with sudi sc)v'ragil gn 
Dkperse theii ra}rs od eir'iy viilgai spiiit, 
Whiht 1 in darkness, in the sdl-saioe pliee, 
Get Dot ODe glanee Co reeoropense 1117 merit ? 
So doth the ploughman gue Ihe wand'ring stai, 
And only lest eontented with the light 
Tbat Devei leam'd what oKistellatitMu aie, 
BiTOod the benl of his unknoirii^ s^t. 
O, wh^ sboold beanly (enstam to obn) 
To tboigToissensea^ybeTseir so ul? 



TO HIS COY LOVE 

I PRAY tbee leave, love me no za<xe, 

Call home the heait yoa gave me ! 
I bat in vain that saint adoie, 

Thst ean bat will nol saTe me. 
Tbese pooi hal(-kisses kill me quite — 

W»s ever man tliDs servW? 
Amidst an oeean of delight 

Far p1ea«aie to be sterv61 ? 

Show me no moie those snow; bieasts, 

Witb unie iivers bianebid, 
Wheie, whilst mine eye with plenty feasts, 

Vet is my thirst not stancb6L 
O Tantalas, thy pains ne'ei teU ! 

By me thon ait prevented ; 
Tis notbio^ to be pUgned in Hell, 

But thus m Heaven toimenled. 

eiip me no moie in those dear aims, 
Noi thy Uie's coaifoit eall me. 

O, these aie bat too powerinl ehaims, 
And do bat more entbial me ! 
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But see how patient I am grown, 
In all this eoil about thee : 

Gome, niee thing, let thy heart alone, 
I eannot live without thee ! 



Aiiekail Drayton, 
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VAL£DICTION 

SlNGE there 's no hdp, eome let us kiss and part ! 

Nay, I have done^ yoa get no more of me, 

And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart, 

That thas so eleanly I m^rsel^ ean free ! 

Shake hands for ever, eaneel all our vows, 

And, when we meet at any time again, 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 

That we one jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of Love's latest breath, 

When, his pulse failing, Passion speeehless lies, 

When Faitn is kneeling by his bed of death, 

And Innoeenee is elosing up his eyes, 

Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 

From death to life thou might*st him yet recover ! 

Miehael Drayton. 
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THE SHEPHERD PLEADS 

CoME live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dale and field, 
And all the eraggy mountains yield ! 

There will we sit upon the roeks 
And see the shepherds feed their flbcks, 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will I make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand firagrant posies ; 
A eap of Aowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 



&ALEIGH i£i 




A be^ Gf s£ixw xad hy bnss 
WitbeoEd daesps aad aaber siwis: 
And if Aese jif irMi' bxxj thee noTe, 
fi«e vnkMe JLDd besy lore ! 



Tfaj siher didies, Hor diy 
As pRekHB as tbe gods do eit, 
Shallanaii irorytablebe 
r i qMu e d eadi daj for tbee and me. 

The sbepheid swains sbaU danee and sing 
For ihj debgbt eaeb May-moming. 
If tbese debgbts tbj miDd may move, 
Tben Kre «itb me and be my love ! 

Ckrisi**pkir MarUve€, 
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THE SHEPHERDESS REPLIES 

If all tbe world and love were young, 
And trutb in every shepberd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be 3iy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and roeks grow eold ; 
And Philomel beeometh dumb ; 
The rest eomplains of eares to eome. 

The Aowers do fade, and wanton Belds 
To wayward winter reekoning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gul, 
Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy eap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten— 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten ! 
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Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy eoral elasps and amber studs — 
AU those in me no means ean raove 
To eome to thee and be thy love. 

But eould youth last, and love still breed ; 
Had joys no date, nor age no need ; 
Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

Waiier Raleigh. 
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ON A DAY 

On a day, alaek the day ! 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 

All unseen 'gan passage find, 

That the lover, siek to death, 

Wish'd himseir the heaven's breath. 

* Air,* quoth he, * thy eheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alaek, my hand is swom 

Ne'er to pluek thee from thy thom : 

Vow, alaek, for youth unmeet — 

Youth so apt to pluek a sweet ! 

Do not eall it sin in me 

That I am forswom for thee : 

Thou for whom e*en Jove would swear 

Juno but an Ethiope were, 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Tuming mortal for thy love.' 

William Shakesptare, 
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WHO IS SILYIA 

Who is Silvia? what is she, 
That all our swains eommend her? — 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 
The heaven sueh graee did lend her, 

That she might admired be. 
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Is she kind as she is £dr, 

For beaaty lives with kindness? — 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To belp him of biis blindness ; 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let as sing, 

That Silvia is excel]in|; ; 
She excels eaeh mortal thing, 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 

William Shakespeare. 
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'HIEMS, WINTER . . . VER, THE SPRING' 



When daisies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-smoeks all silver-white, 

And euekoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 

The euekoo then on every tree 

Moeks married men, for thus sings he : — 
Guekoo ! 

Guekoo, euekoo — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
And merry larks are ploughmen's eloeks, 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 
And maidens bleaeh their summer smoeks, 

The euekoo tben on every tree 

Moeks married men, for thus sings he : — 
Guekoo! 

Guekoo, euekoo— O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

II 

When ieieles hang by the wall, 
And Diek the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk eomes frozen home in pail, 

When blood is nipped, and ways be fou], 

Then nightly sings the staring owl : — 



V 
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To-whit ! 
To-who ! — a menry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all around the wind doth blow, 

And eoughing drowns the parson's saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw, > 
When roasted erabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl : — 
To-whit ! 
To-who ! — a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

William Shakespeare» 



io8 

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 

Undbr the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And tum his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat, 
Come hither, eome hither, eome hither ! 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun, 
And loves to live i' the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, eome hither, eome hither ! 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

William Shakespeare. 

109 
BLOW, BLOW THOU WINTER WIND 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man's ingratitude ; 
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Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Beeause thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho ! sing, hei^h ho ! unto the green holly ; 
Most iriendship is feigning, most loving mere fol]y ; 

Then, heigh ho, the holly ! 

This life is most joUy. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ; 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As iriend remembered not. 
Heigh ho ! sing heigh ho ! 

William Shakispeare, 



IIO 
TAKE, O, TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY 

Takb, O, take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forswom, 

And those eyes, tbe break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the mom ! 

But my kisses bring again, 

Seals of love but seal^ in vain. 

William Shakespeare, 



III 

HARK, HARK, THE LARK 

Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven^s gate sings, 

And Phoebus 'gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On ehalieed Aowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes ; 
With everything that pretty bin, 

My lady sweet, arise ! 

William Shakespeare, 



J 
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112 

FEAR NO MORE 

Fear no more the heat o' the sun 
Nor the furious winter's rages ! 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta*en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As ehimney-sweepers, eome to dust. 

Fear no more the frown o' the great, 
Thou art past the tyrant*s stroke ! 
Care no more to elothe, and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The seeptre, learning, physie, must 
All follow this, and eome to dust. 

Fear no more the lightning flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ! 
Fear not slander, eensure rash ; 
Thou hast Anished joy and moan : 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Gonsign to thee, and eome to dust. 

William Shakispeare, 



A DIRGE 

FuLL iathom five thy father lies ; 

Of his bones are eoral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes ; 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-ehange 
Into something rieh and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell ; 
Hark ! now I hear them,— ding-dong, bell ! 

William Shakespeare, 
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114 

WHERE THE BBE SUGKS 

Whb&b the bee saekt, tliere suek I ; 

In a oowslip's bell I lie ; 

There I ooueh when owls do ery ; 

On the bat's baek I do fly 

After summer merrily ; 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now 

Under the blossom that hangs on tho bough. 

William Shakespeare. 

WHEN, IN DISGRAGE 

Whbn, in disgraee with fortune and men's eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outeast state, 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless eries, 
And look upon myself, and eurse my fate : 
Wishing me like to one more rieh in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possess*d, 
Desiring this man's art and that man's seope, 
With what I most enioy eontented least : 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
Lake to the lark at brode of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven*s gate : 
For thy sweet love rememb'red sueh wealth brings 
That then I seom to ehange my state with kings. 

William Shakespeare, 

116 

WHEN TO THE SESSIONS 

Whsn to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembranee of things past, 

I sigh the laek of many a thing I sougnt, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste : 

Then ean I drown an eye, 'unused to flow, 

For pr<!^oju$ £riends hid in death's dateless night. 
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And weep afresh love's long sinee eaneeU'd woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight ; 
Then ean I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily fix)m woe to woe tell o*er 
The sad aeeount of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Whieh I new pay as if not paid before : 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored and sorrows end. 

William S/utkespeare. 



117 

WHAT IS YOUR SUBSTANGE? 

What is ^our substanee? whereof are you made, 

That miUions of strange shadows on you tend ? 

Sinee every one hath, every one, one shade, 

And you, but one, ean every shadow lend ! 

Deseribe Adonis, and the counterfeit 

Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen's eheek aU art of beauty set, 

And you in Greeian tires are painted new ; 

Speak of the spring and foison of the year, 

The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 

The other as your bounty doth appear ; 

And you in every bless^ shape we know. 

In aU extemal graee you have some part, 

But you like none, none you, for eonstant heart. 

William Shakespeare, 

118 
NO LONGER MOURN 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly snllen bell 
Give waming to the world that I am iled 
From this vUe world, with vilest worms to dwell. 
Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it ; for I love you so, 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot, 
If thinking on me then should make you woe. 
O, if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps eompounded am with elay. 



^ 
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Do not so mueh as my poor name rehearse, 
But let your love even with my life deeay ! 
Lest the wise world should look into your moan, 
And moek you with me aiter I am gone. 

William Shakespeare, 



119 
THAT TIME OF YEAR > 

That time of year thou may'st in me behold I 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 

Upon those boughs whieh shsLke against the eold, 

Bare ruin*d ehoirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see'st the twilight of sueh day 

As after sunset fadeth in the west ; 

Whieh by and by blaek night doth take away, 

Death's seeond self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou see'st the glowing 01 sueh fire, 

That on the ashes of ms youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Gonsumed with that whieh it was nourish'd by. 

This thou perceiv'st, whieh makes thy love more strong 

To love that well whieh thou must leave ere long. 

William Shakespeare. 

120 

THEN HATE M£ 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ! 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to eross, :< 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an aiter-loss : 

Ah, do not, when my heart hath *scaped this sorrow, 

Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe ; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, ,_ 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. "^ 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 

When other petty grieis have done their spite, 

But in the onset eome : so shall I taste 

At first the very weuest of fortune's might ; 

And other strains of woe, whieh now seem woe, 

Gompared with loss of thee will not seem so. 

William Shakespeare, 

I 
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121 
HOW LIKE A WINTER 

How like a winter hath my absenee been 
From thee, the pleasure of the Aeeting year ! 
What freezings nave I felt, what dark days seen ! 
'What old Deeember's bareness every where ! 
And yet this time removed was summer's time ; 
The teeming autumn, big with rieh inerease, 
Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime, 
Like widow'd wombs after their lords* deeease : 
Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather'd iruit ; 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 
And, thou away, the very birds are mute : 
Or, if they sing, 'tis with so dull a eheer 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near. 

William Shakespeare, 

122 

MY LOVE IS STRENGTHEll'D 

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in seemii^ ; 

I love not less, though less the show appear : 

That love is merehandised whose rieh esteeming 

The owner's tongue doth publish every where. 

Our love was new, and then but in the spring, 

When I was wont to greet it with my lays ; 

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing, 

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days. 

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 

Than when her moumful hymns did hush the night, 

But that wild musie burthens every bough, 

And sweets grown eommon lose their dear delight. 

Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue, 

Beeause I would not duU you with my song. 

William Shakespeare, 

123 
TO ME, FAIR PRIEND 

To me, fair fnend, you never ean be old, 
For as you were when first your eye I eyed, 
Sueh seems your beauty stilL Three winters eold 
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Have from the forests shook three summers* pride, 

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn tum'd 

In proeess of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes bnm'd, 

Sinee first I saw you fresh, whieh yet are green. 

Ah, yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

St^ from his figure, and no paee perceived ; 

So yonr sweet hue, whieh methinks still doth stand, 

Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived : 

For fear of whieh, hear this, thou age unbred : 

Ere you were bom was beauty*s summer dead. 

William Shakespeare. 



124 
WHEN IN THE CHRONICLE 

Whbn in the ehroniele of wasted time 
I see deseriptions of the fairest wights, 
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty*s best, 
Of band, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 
I see their antique pen would have express'd 
£ven sueh a beauty as you master now. 
So all their praises are but propheeies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 
And, for they look'd but with divining eyes, 
They had not skill enough your worth to sing : 
For we, whieh now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to wonder, but laek tongues to praise. 

William Shakespeare, 



125 

O, NEVER SAY 

O, NBVBR say that I was false of heart, 
Though absenee seem'd my flame to qualify ! 
As easy might I from myself depart 
As from my soul, whieh in thy breast doth lie. 
That is my home of love : if I have ranged, 
Like him that travels, I retum again ; 
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Just to the time, not with the time exchanged, 
So that myself bring water for my stain. 
Never beUeve, thouph in my nature reign'd 
AU irailties that besiege all kinds of bl<H>d, 
That it eould so preposterously be stain'd, 
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good ; 
For nothing this wide universe I eaU, 
Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all. 

Wiiiiam Shakespeare. 



126 

THE MARRIAGE OF TRUE MINDS 

Lbt me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Whieh alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O, no ! it is an ever-fix^d mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth 's unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and eheeks 

Within his bending siekle's eompass eome ; 

Love alters not wiUi his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

Wiiiiam Shakespeare. 

127 

POOR SOUL 

POOR soul, the eentre of my sinful earth, 
My siniul earth these rebel powers array, 
Why dost thou pine within and sufier dearth, 
Painting thy outward walls so eostly gay ? 
Why so large eost, having so short a lease, 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 
Shall worms, inheritors 01 this excess, 
Eat up thy oharge ? Is this thy body's end ? 
Then, soid, live thou upon thy servant's loss, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 
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Buy terms divine in selling honrs of dross ; 
Within be fed, without be rieh no more : 
So shalt thou ieed on Death, that feeds on men, 
And, Death onee dead, there *s no more dying then. 

William Shakespeare, 

128 

LULLABY 

Upon my lap my sovereign sits 
And sueks upon my breast ; 
Meantime his love maintains my life 
And gives my sense her rest. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy, 

Sing lullal^, mme only joy ! 

When thou hast taken thy repast, 
Repose, my babe, on me ; 
So may thy mother and thy nurse 
Thy eradle also be. 

Sing lullaby, m^ little boy, 

Sing lullaby, mme only joy ! 

I grieve that duty doth not work 
All that my wismng would, 
Beeause I would not be to thee 
But in the best I should. 

Sing lullaby, m^ little boy, 

Sing lullaby, mme only joy ! 

Yet as I am, and as I may, 
I must and will be thine, 
Though all too little for thy self 
Vouchsafing to be mine. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy, 

Sing Inllaby, mme only joy ! 

Riehard Rowlands, 

129 

FOLLOW YOUR SAINT 

FoLLOW your saint, follow with aeeents sweet ! 

Haste you, sad notes, &11 at her Aying feet ! 

There, wrapped in doud of sorrow, pity move, 

And tell the ravisher of my soul I perish for her love : 

Bnt, if she seoms my never eeasing pain, 

Then barst with sighing in her sight, and ne'er retum again. 



L.. 
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All that I sane still to her praise did tend, 

Still she was nrst, still she my songs did end ; 

Yet she my love and musie doth both fly, 

The musie tbat her eeho is and beauty's s^nnpathy : 

Then let iny notes pursue her scomful Aight ! 

It shall sumee that they were breathed and died for her delight. 

Thomas Camf%on. 
130 
eOME, O, eOME 

CoMB, O, eome, my life*s delight ! 

Let me not in languor pine ! 
Love loves no delay ; thy sight 

The more cnjoyed, the more divine ! 
O, eome, and take from me 
The pain of being deprived of thee ! 

Thou all sweetness dost enelose, 

Like a little world of bliss ; 
Beauty guards thy looks, the rose 

In them pure and etemal is : 
Come, then, and make thy Aight 

As swiit to me as heavenly light ! 

Thomas Gampion, 

LOVE ME OR NOT 

LovB me or not, love her I must or die, 
Leave me or not, follow her needs must I. 
O, that her graee would my wished comforts give ! 
How rieh in her, how happy I should live ! 

All my desire, all my delight Should be 
Her to enjoy, her to unite to me ; 
£nvy should eease, her would I love alone : 
Who loves by looks is seldom true to one. 

Could I enehant, and that it lawful were, 
Her would I eharm softly that none should hear ; 
But love enforced rarely yields firm eontent : 
So would I love that neither should repent. 

Thomas Camfion. 
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132 
THERE IS A GARDEN 

Therb is a garden in her face 

Where roses and white lilies grow ; 

A heavenly paradise is that phiee 

Wherein all pleasant fruits do flow. 

There eherries |^row whieh none may buy, 
Till * Gherry Ripe ' themseWes do ery. 

Those eherries fairly do endose 

Of orient pearl a double row, 

Whieh when her lovely laughter shows, 

They look like rose-buds filled with snow ; 

Yet them nor peer nor prinee ean buy, 
Till * Gherry Ripe * themseWes do ery. 

Her eyes like angels wateh them still, 

Her brows like bended bows do stand, 

Threatening with piereing frowns to kill 

All that attempt with eye or hand 

Those saered eherries to eome nigh, 
Till * Gherry Ripe * themselves do ery. 

Tkomas Camfion, 

O SWEET DELIGHT 

O SWEET delight, O more than human bliss, 
With her to live that eveT loving is ! 
To hear her speak whose words are so well plaeed 
That she by them, as they in her are graeed ! 
Those looks to view that feast the viewer*s eye, 
How blest is he that may so live and die ! 

Sueh love as this the Golden Times did know, 
When all did reap, yet none took eare to sow ; 
Sueh love as this an endless summer makes, 
And all distaste from frail affection takes. 
So loved, so blest in my beloved am I : 
Whieh till their eyes do aehe, let iron men envy ! 

Thomas Campion. 
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WHEN THOU MUST HOME 

When thou must home to shades of underground, 

And, there arrived, a new admir^ guest, 

The beauteous spirits do engirt thee round, 

White lope, blithe Helen, and the rest, 

To hear tne stories of thy finished love 

From that smooth tongue whose musie hell ean move ; 

Then wilt thou speak of banqueting delights, 
Of masques and revels whieh sweet youth did make, 
Of tourneys and great ehallenges of knights, 
And all these triumphs for thy beauty's sake : 
When thou hast told these honours done to thee, 
Then tell, O, tell, how thou didst murder me. 

Thomas Camfion. 



NEYER WEATHER-BEATEN SAIL 

Nbvbr weather-beaten sail more willing bent to shore, 

Never tir^ pilgrim*s limbs affected slumber more, 

Than my wearied sprite now longs to fly out of my troubled 

breast — 
O, eome quickly, sweetest Lord, and take my soul to rest ! 

Ever blooming are the joys of heaven's high Paradise, 
Gold age deafs not there our ears, nor vapour dims our eyes : 
Glory there the sun outshines ; whose beams the Blessed only see — 
O, eome quickly, glorious Lord, and raise my sprite to Thee ! 

Thomas Campim, 

136 

SPRING, THE SWEET SPRING 

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king ! 
Then blooms eaeh thing, then maids danee in a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing : — 
Cud:oo, jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo ! 
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The palm and may make eountry houses gay, 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day, 
And we hear ay birds tune this merry lay : — 
Guekoo, jug, jug, pu wc, to witta woo ! 

The iields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet, 
Young lovers meet, old wives a-snnning sit, 
In every street these tunes our ears do ereet : — 
Guekoo, jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo ! 

Thomas Ntuhe, 



X37 

IN TIME OF PESTILENGE 

Adieu ! Farewell earth's bliss ! 
This world uneertain is ; 
Fond are life's lustAil joys, 
Death proves them all but toys. 
None from his darts ean fly ; 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 

Rieh men, trust not in wealth : 
Gold eannot buy you health ; 
Physie himself must fade ; 
All things to end are made ; 
The plague full swift goes by ; 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 

Beauty is but a Aower, 
Whieh wrinkles will devour ; 
Brightness falls from the air ; 

Sueens have died young and fair ; 
ust hath elosed Heleirs eye ; 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 

Strength stoops unto the grave : 
Worms feed on Heetor brave ; 
Swords may not fight with fate ; 
Earth still holds ope her gate ; 
* Come, eome,' the bells do ery. 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 
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Wit with his wantonness, 
Tasteth death's bitterness. 
Hell's executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art ean reply, 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 

Haste, therefore, eaeh degree, 
To weleome destiny I 
Heaven is our heritage, 
Earth but a player's stage. 
Mount we unto the sky ! 
I am siek, I must die. 

Lord have merey on us ! 

Thomas Naske. 
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TO HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OF 

BOHEMIA 

You meaner beauties of the night, 
That poorly satisfy our eyes 

More by your number than your light, 
You eommon people of the skies, 
What are you when the moon shall rise ? 

You eurious ehanters of the wood, 
That warble forth Dame Nature's la^rs, 

Thinking your passions understood 
By your weak aeeents, what's your praise 
When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 

You violets that first appear, 
By your pure purple mantles known 

Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the spring were all your own, 
What are you when the rose is blown ? 

So when my mistress shall be seen 
In form and beauty of her mind, 

By virtue first, then ehoiee, a Queen, 
Tell me if she were not designed 
The eelipse and glory of her kind ? 

Henry Wotton, 



\ 
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139 

THE SHEPHERD TO THE FLOWERS 

SwssT violets, Love's Paradise, that spread 

Your gradous odours, whieh you eoueh^ bear 

Within your paly faces, 

Upon the gentle wing of some ealm breathing wind 

That plays amidst the plain ! 

If by the favour of propitious stars you gain 

Sueh graee as in my lady's bosom plaee to find, 

Be proud to toueh those plaees ; 

Ana when her warmth your moisture forth doth wear, 

Whereby her dainty parts are sweetly fed, 

Your honours of the Aowery meads I pray, 

You pretty daughters of the earth and sun, 

With mild and seemly breathing straight display 

My bitter sighs that have my heart undone. 

Yermilion roses, that with new day's rise 

Display your erimson folds fresh-looking fair, 

Whose radiant bright disgraees 

The rieh adom^ rays of roseate rising mom, 

Ah ! if her virgin's hand 

Do pluek your pure, ere Pheebus view the land, 

And vail your graeious pomp in lovely Nature's seora, 

If ehanee my mistress traees 

Fast by your Aowers to take the summer's air, 

Then, woiul blushing, tempt her glorious eyes 

To spread their tears, Adonis' death reportinp^, 

And tell love's torments, sorrowing for her fnend, 

Whose drops of blood, within your leaves eonsorting, 

Report fair Yenus' moans to have no end. 

Then may Remorse in pit^dng of my smart, 

Dry up my tears, and dwell within her heart. 

Anonymous, 
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TO NIGHT 

O NIGHT, O jealous Night, repugnant to my measures ! 

O Night so long desired, yet eross to my eontent ! 
There 's none but only thou that ean perform my pleasures, 

Yet none but only thou that hindereth my intent. 



L 



I40 ANONYMOUS 

Thy beams, thy spiteinl beams, thy lamps that bum too brightly, 
Discover all my trains, and naked lay my drifts, 

That night by night I hope, yet fail my purpose nightly, 
Thy envious, glaring gleam defeateth so my shifts. 

Sweet Night, withhold thy beams, withhold them till to-morrow, 
Whose joys in laek so long a hell of torment breeds ! 

Sweet Night, sweet gentle Night, do not prolong my sorrow : 
Desire is guide to me, and love no lodestar needs. 

Let sailors gaze on stars and moon so freshly shining ; 

Let them that miss the way be guided by the light ; 
I know my Lady's bower, there needs no more divining : 

AiTeetion sees in dark, and Love hath eyes by night. 

Dame G^nithia, eoueh awhile I hold in thy homs for shining, 
And glad not low'ring Night with thy too glorious rays ; 

But be she dim and dark, tempestuous and repining, 
That in her spite my sport may work thy endless praise ! 

And when my will is wrought, then, G^mthia, shine, good lady, 
All other nights and days in honour of that night, 

That happy heavenly night, that night so dark and shady, 
Wherem my Love had eyes that lighted my delight ! 

Anonymous, 

141 

MADRIGAL 

My Love in her attire doth show her wit, 

It doth so well beeome her : 
For every season she hath dressings fit, 
For Winter, Spring, and Summer. 
No beauty she doth miss, 

When all her robes are on : 
For Beauty's self she is, 
When all her robes are gone. 

Anonymous. 

142 

DISPRAISE OF LOVE 

Ip love b^ life, I long to die, 

Live they that list for me : 
And he that gains the most thereby 

A fool, at least, shall be. 
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Bat he that feels the sorest fits 
'Seapes with no less than loss of wits : 

Unhappy life they gain, 

Whieh love do entertain. 

In day by feigned looks they live, 

By Mng dreams in night ; 
Eaeh nown a deadly wound doth give, 

Eaeh smile a &lse delight. 
If 't hap their lady pleasant seem, 
It is for other's love they deem ; 
If void she seem of joy, 
Disdain doth make her eoy. 

Sueh is the peaee that lovers find, 

Sueh is the life they lead, 
Blown here and there with every wind, 

Like Aowers in the mead. 
Now war, now peaee, then war again, 
Desire, despair, delight, disdain : 
Though dead, in midst of life, 
In peaee, and yet at strife ! 

Anonymous. 



WEEP YOU NO MORE 

Webp you no more, sad fountains ! 

What need you flow so fast ? 
Look how the snowy mountains 

Heaven's sun doth gently waste ! 
But my sun's heavenly eyes 

View not your weeping, 

That now lies sleeping 
Softly, now softly lies 

Sleeping. 

Sleep is a reeondling, 

A rest that peaee begets : 
Doth not the sun rise smiling 

When £Eur at ev'n he sets ? 
Rest you then, rest, sad eyes ! 

Melt not in weeping, 

While she lies sleeping 
Soitly, now softly lies 

Sleeping. 

Anonymous, 
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144 

ARISE, MY THOUGHTS 

Arisb, my Thoughts, and mount you with the sun, 

Call all the winds to make lyou speedy wings, 

And to my &irest Maya see you run, 

And weep your last while wantonly she sings ; 

Then if you eannot move her heart to pity, 

Let O^ aiaSf ay mehtsll your ditty. 

Arise, my Thoughts, no more, if you retum 
Denied of graee whieh only you desire, 
But let the sun your wings to ashes bum 
And melt your passions in his quenchless fire ; 
Yet if you move fair Ma^ra's heart to pity, 
Let snules and love and kisses be your ditty. 

Arise, my Thoughts, beyond the highest star 
And gently rest you in fair Maya's eye, 
For that is fairer than the brightest are ; 
But, if she Irown to see you eUmb so high, 
Goueh in her lap, and with a moving ditty, 
Of smiles and love and kisses beg for pity. 

Anonymous, 
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MADRIGAL 

I SAW my Lady weep, 

And Sorrow proud to be advanced so 

In those fair eves where all perfections keep. 

Her £ace was nill of woe, 

But sueh a woe (believe me) as wins more hearts 

Than Mirth ean do with her entieing parts. 

Sorrow was there made fair, 

And Passion wise ; Tears a delightful thing ; 

Silenee beyond all speeeh ; a Wisdom rare 

She made her sighs to sing, 

And all things with so sweet a sadness move 

As made my heart at onee both grieve and love. 
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O fiurer than anght dse 

The world ean £ow, leave off m time to erieye ! 

Enotigh, enoa£h ! Your joyfal look exce!s ; 

Tears Idll the heart, believe ! 

O, strive not to be excellent in woe, 

Whieh only breeds yoor beanty's overthrow ! 

146 

ANOTHER 

Thou art but young, thoa sa/st, 
And love's delight thoa weigh'st not ; 

O, take time while thoa may*st, 
Lest when thoa woald*st thoa may*st not ! 

If love shall then assail thee, 

A doable angaish will torment thee ; 
And thoa wilt wish (bat wishes all will £eul thee), 
' O me ! that I were yoang again ! ' and so repent 
thee. 

AMonymotts. 

MY LOVE 

My Love is neither yoang nor old, 
Not fiery-hot nor frozen-cold, 
But fresh and fair as springing-briar 
Blooming the frait of love^ desire ; 
Not snowy-white nor rosy-red, 
But fair enough for shepherd*s bed ; 
And sueh a love was never seen 
On hill or dale or eountry-green. 

Ammymous. 

148 

DEAR, IF YOU CHANGE 

Dear, if you ehange, 1 11 never ehoose again ; 
Sweet, if you shrink, I *11 never think of love ; 
Fair, if you £edl, I *11 judge all beauty vain ; 
Wise, if too weak, more wits I '11 never prove. 
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Dear, sweet, fair, wise ! ehange, shrlnk, nor be not weak, 
And, on my faith, my faith shall never break ! 

Elarth with her Aowers shall sooner heaven adom ; 

Heaven her bright stars through earth's dim globe shall move ; 

Fire heat shall lose, and frosts of Aames be bom ; 

Air, made to shine, as blaek as hell shall prove ; 

Earth, heaven, fire, air, the world transformed shall view, 

Ere I prove false to faith or strange to you ! 

Anonymous» 

149 

MADRIGAL 

LovE not me for eomely graee, 
For my pleasing eye or face, 
Nor for any outward part, 
No, nor for a eonstant heart ! 
For these may fail or tum to ill — 

So thou and I shall sever. 
Keep, therefore, a true woman's eye, 
And love me still, but know not why ! 
So hast thou the same reason still 

To dote upon me ever. 

Anonymous» 

150 

SINCE FIRST I SAW YOUR FACE 

SiNGE first I saw your face I resolved to honour and renown ye ; 
If now I be disdained, I wish my heart had never known ye. 
What ? I that loved and you that liked, shall we begin to wrangle ? 
No, no, no, my heart is fast, and eannot disentangle. 

If I admire or praise too mueh, that fault you may forgive me ; 
Or if my hands nad strayed a toueh, then iustly might you leave me. 
I asked you leave, you bade me love ; is t now a time to ehide me ? 
No, no, no, I '11 love you still, what fortune e'er betide me. 

The sun, whose beams most glorious are, rejecteth no beholder, 
And your sweet beauty past eompare made my poor eyes the 

bolder. 
Where beauty moves, and wit delights, and signs <^ kindness bind 

me, 
Theit, O, there ! where'er I go I *11 leave my heart behind me. 

Anonymotu, 
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eOME, SHEPHBRD SWAINS 

CoMB, shepherd swains, that wont to hear me sing, 

Now sigh and groan 1 
Dead is my Love, my Hope, my Joy, my Spring ; 

Dead, dead, and gone 1 

O, She that was your Summer's Qneen, 

Yoor days delight, 
Is gone and wiU no more be seen ; 

O emel spite ! 

Break all yonr pipes that wont to sound 

With pleasant eheer, 
And east yourselves upon Uie ground 

To wail my Dear ! 

Come, shepherd swains, eome, nymphs, and all a-row 

To nelp me ery ; 
Dead is my Love, and, seeing She is so, 

Lo, now I die ! 

Anonymous, 
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3ISTER, AWAKE 

SiSTER, awake ! elose not your eyes 

The Day her light diseloses, 
And the bright Moming doth arise 

Out of her bed of roses. 

See, the elear Sun, the world's bright eye, 

In at our window peeping : 
Lo ! how he blushetn to espy 

U$ idle wenehes sleeping. 

Therefore, awake I make haste, I say, 

And let us, without sta^ong, 
All in our gowns of green so gay, 

Into the park a-maying ! 

Anonymous. 

K 
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TO DIANA 

QnBBN and huntress, ehaste and fair, 
Now the 8un is laid to sleep, 
Seated in thy silver ehair, 
State in wonted manner keep : 
Hespems entreats thv light, 
Goddess ezceliently bright 

Earth, let not thy enyious shade 
Dare itself to interpose ! 
(>nthia's shining orb was made 
Heaven to elear when day did elose : 
Bless us then with wished sight, 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart, 
And thy er^rstal-shining quiver : 
Give unto the Aying hart 
Spaee to breathe, how short soever ; 
Tnou that makest a daj of night, 
Goddess excellently bnght. 

Ben. /onson. 



GHARIS 

Sbb the ehariot at hand here of Love, 

Wherein my Lad^ rideth I 

Eaeh that draws is a swan or a dove, 

And well the ear Love guideth. 

As she goes, all hearts do duty 

Unto her beauty ; 

And enamoured do wish, so they might 

But enioy sueh a sight, 

That tney still were to run by her side, 

Through swords, through seasi^ whither she would glide. 

Do but look on her eyes — ^they do light 
All that Love*s world eompriseth ! 
Do but look on her hair— it is bright 
As Love's star when it riseth I 
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And the enyioas, when they find 

Whmt thdr nmnber is, be pined. 
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156 

POLLOW A SHADOW 

FOLLOW a shadow, it still flies you, 
Seem to fly it, it will pursue : 
So eourt a mistress, sne denies you ; 
Let her alone, she will eourt you. 
Say are not women truly, then, . 

Styled but the shadows of us men ? 

At mom and even shades are longest ; 
At noon they are or short or none : 
So men at weakest, they are strongest, 
But grant us perfect, they *re not known. 
Say are not women truly, then, 
Styled but the shadows of us men ? 

Ben lonson. 

TO GELIA 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiss but in the eup, 

And I '11 not look for wine. 
The thirst that from the soul doth rise, 

Doth ask a drink divine : 
But might I of Jove*s neetar sup, 

I would not ehange for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so mueh honouring thee, 
As giving it a hope, that there 

It eould not withered be ; 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent*st it baek to me : 
Sinee when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself, but thee. 

Ben/onson, 

158 

THE KISS 

O, THAT joy 80 soon should waste ! 

Or so sweet a bliss 

Asakiss 



tA 



Tbedewlh>Iliesoi 

Whea the mom heiself diseloaei, 

Is ttol so piedous. 

O, rather ihan I would it smother, 

Were I to laite sueh another, 

It ^ould be mj wishiD^ 

That I might die kissiug I 



BEGGING ANOTHES 

FoR Love's sake, kiss me onee igain I 

I long, and shoold not beg 'm Yain. 

Here 's none to apy or see ; 

Why do yoo doubt or slay? 

I'll taste as lightly ai th« bee, 

That doth bnl toueb his Aower, and Aies away. 

Onee more, and, faith, I will be gone — 

Can he that lQves ask less than one? 

Nay, you may en in this, 

And all yonr bounty wrong : 

This eoald be ealled but half a kiss ; 

What we 're but ooee lo do, we shonld do long. 

I will but mend the last, and tell 

Where, how, it would have relished well ; 

Toin lip to lip, and try i 

Eaeh soek the other's breath, 

And whilst our tongues perpleiti lie, 

Let wbo will think us dead, ot wish our de«th I 

Bm lansai 



A NVHPH S PASSION 

I LOVB, and he loves me iigain, 

Yel dare I not tell who ; 

Fot if the nymphs should know my swain, 

I &Br tbey 'd love hiiii too ; 



iSo JONSON 



Yet if it be not known, 

The pleasure is as good as none, 

For uiat 's a narrow joy is but our own. 

I '11 tell, that if they be not glad, 

They yet may envy me ; 

But then, if I grow jealous mad, 

And of them pitied be, 

It were a plague 'boTe seom ; 

And yet it eannot be forbome, 

Unless my heart would, as my thought, be torn. 

He is, if they ean find him, fair, 

And £resh and fragrant too, 

As summer's sky, or purg6d air, 

And looks as liUes do 

That are this moming blown : 

Yet, yet I doubt he is not known, 

And fear mueh more, that more of him be shown ! 

But he hath eyes so round and bright 

As make away my doubt, 

>^^ere Love may all his torehes light 

Though hate had put them out : 

But then, t' inerease my fears, 

What nymph soe'er his voice but hears, 

Will be my rival, though she have but ears ! 

I *11 tell no more, and yet I love, 

And he loves me ; yet no 

One unbeeoming thought doth move 

From either heart, I know ; 

But so exempt from blame, 

As it would be to eaeh a fame, 

If love or fear would let me tell his name. 

Ben /onson. 
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EPITHALAMY 

Uf I youths and virgins ! up, and praise 
The god whose nights outshine his days ! 
Hymen, whose hallowed rites 
Gould never boast of brighter lights, 
Whose bands pass liberty I 
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Vfhatjof or haoama eui ooMpue 
Widi kaij B^itKUs when die7 ue 



Oryeus, oTstates, aThiBds, oTbeuts? 

When iB die happy diotoe 

The ^KMse and spouaid have the foremost Yoioe, 

Sodi, gbd af Hymen's wmr, 

Lmidiat they are 

Aod loiig peifection see : 

Aod saeh ous be. 

Shine^ Heq>enis ! shine forth, thoa wish^ star ! 

The sokmn state <^this one night 

Were fit to bst an age's l^t ; 

Bat there are rites biehind 

HaTe less of state and more of kind : 

Love's wealthy erop of kissws, 

Aod £niitfiil harvest of his mother's Uisses» 

Soond then to Hymen's war I 

That iHiat these are, 

Who will perfection see 

Maj haste to be. 

Shine, Hesperus I shine forth, thoo wish^ star I 

Love's Gommonwealth eonsists of toys ; 

His Goaneil are those antie boys, 

Games, Laoghter, Sports, Dehghts, 

That triomph with tum on these nights : 

To whom we must give way, 

For now their reign b^ins, and kists till day. 

They sweeten Hymen's war, 

And in that jar 

Make all that married be 

Perfection see. 

Shine, Hesperus ! shine forth, thoa wish^ star t 

Why sta^rs the bridegroom to invade 
Her that would be a matron made ? 
Good-night 1 whilst yet we may 
Good-night to you a virgin say. 
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To-morrow rise the same 

Your mother is, and use a nobler name ! 

Speed well in Hymen*s war, 

That what you are, 

By your perfection, we 

And all may see 1 

Shine, Hesperus ! shine forth, thou wish^d star ! 

To-night is Yenus' vigil kept, 

This night no bridegroom ever slept ; 

And if the fair bride do, 

The married say 'tis his fault too. 

Wake then, and let your lights 

Wake too, for they '11 tell nothing of your nights, 

But that in Hymen's war 

You perfect are ; 

And sueh perfection we 

Do pray should be — 

Shine, Hesperus 1 shine forth, thou wish^d star ! — 

That, ere the rosy-fingered Mom 

Behold nine moons, there may be bom 

A babe to uphold the fame 

Of Radcliffe s blood and Ramsay's name, 

That may, in his great seed, 

Wear the long honours of his £Either's deed ! 

Sueh fruits of Hymen's war 

Most perfect are : 

And sdl perfection we 

Wish you should see. 

Shine, Hesperus 1 shine forth, thou wish6d star ! 

Ben Tonson, 
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O, DO NOT WANTON 

O, DO not wanton with those eyes, 
Lest I be siek with seeing ; 

Nor east them down, but let them rise, 
Lest shame destroy their being. 

O, be not angry with those fires, 
For then their threats will kill me ; 

Nor look too kind on my desires, 
For then my hopes ¥rUl spill me. 
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O, do not steep them in thy tears, 

For 80 will sorrow slay me ; 
Nor spread them as distraught with fears — 

Mine own enough betray me ! 

Ben /oHSOH, 

163 

GO AND CATCH 

Go and eateh a falling star, 

Get with ehild a mandrake root, 
Tell me where all times past are, 

Or who cleft the Devirs foot, 
Teaeh me to hear mermaids singing, 
Or to keep off eny/s stinging ; 
And find, 
What wind 
Serves to adyanee an honest mind ! 

If thou be*st bom to strange sights, 

Things invisible go see ; 
Ride ten thousand days and nights, 

Till age snow white hairs on thee ; 
Thou, when thou retum'st, wilt tell me 
All strange wonders that befell thee ; 
And swear 
No where 
Lives a woman true and fair ! 

If thou find'st one let me know, 

Sueh a pilgrimage were sweet ; 
Yet do not, I would not go, 

Though at next door we might meet : 
Though she were true when you met her, 
And last, till you write your letter ; 
Yet she 
Willbe 
False, ere I eome, to two or three ! 

/oAn Donne, 

164 

BREAK OF DAY 

Stay, O sweet, and do not rise ! 

The light, that shines, eomes from thine eyes. 
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The day breaks not : it is my heart, 
Beeause that you and I must part. 
Stay, or else my joys will die, 
And perish in tneir infancy. 

'Tis true, 'tis day : what though it be ? 

O, wilt thou therefore rise from me ? 

Why should we rise, beeause 'tis light ? 

Did we lie down, beeause 'twas night ? 

Love, whieh in spite of darkness brought us hither, 

Should in despite of light keep us together. 

Li^ht hath no tongue, but is all eye. 

If it eould speak as well as spy, 

This were the worst that it eould say : — 

That, being well, I fain would stay, 

And that I lov'd my heart and honour so, 

That I would not from her, that had them, go. 

Must business thee from henee remove ? 

O, that*s the worst disease of love ! 

The poor, the foul, the false, love ean 

Admit, but not the busied man. 

He, whieh hath business, and makes love, doth do 

Sudi wrong, as when a married man doth woo. 

John Donne, 

THE lyiESSAGE 

Sbnd home my long-strayed eyes to me, 

Whieh, O I too long have dwelt on thee. 

But if they there have leam'd sueh ill, 

Sueh forced DBishions 

And £Edse passions, 

That they be 

Made by thee 

Fit for no good sight, keep them still. 

Send home my harmless heart again, 

Whieh no unworthy thought eould stain ! 

But, if it be taught by thine 

To make jestings 

Of protestings, 

And break ^Ui 

Word and oath, 

Keep it still — 'tis none of mine. 
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Yet send me baek my heart and eyes, 

That I may know and see thy lies, 

And niay laash and joy, when thou 

Art in angui^y 

And dost languish 

For some one, 

That will none, 

Or prove as ialse as thou dost now. 

John Donne, 

166 

AS IT FELL UPON A DAY 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May ; 
Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Whieh a grove of myrtles made, 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing, 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring ; 
£verything did banisn moan, 
Save the Nightingale alone. 
She, poor bird, as all-forlom, 
Lean d her breast up-till a thorn, 
And there sung the dolefairst ditty, 
That to hear it was great pity. 

* Fie, fie, fie,* now would she ery ; 

* Teru, teru I ' by and by ; 
That to hear her so eomplain, 
Searee £rom tears I eould refirain ; 
For her griefs, so lively shown, 
Made me think upon mine own. 

* Ah,' thought I, ' thou moum'st in vain ! 
None takes pity on thy pain : 
Senseless trees, they eannot hear thee ; 
Ruthless beasts, they will not eheer thee : 
King Pandion he is dead ; 

All thy friends are lapp*d in lead ; 
All thy fellow birds do sing, 
Gareless of thy sorrowing. 
(£ven ^, poor bird, like thee — 
None alive will pity me) — 
Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled, 
Thou and I were both beguiled.' 

£very one that Aatters thee 
Is no iriend in misery. 
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Words are easy, like the wind ; 

Faithful iriends are hard to find. 

Every man will be thy iriend 

Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ; 

But if store of erowns be seant, 

No man will supply thy want 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiliil they will iSm eall, 

And with sueh-like Aattering, 

* Pity but he were a king * ! 

If he be addiet to vice, 

Quickly him they will entiee. 

If to women he be bent, 

They have at eommandment 

But if Fortune onee do frown, 

Then farewell his great renown ! 

They that £Eiwn'd on him before 

Use his eompany no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed, 
He will help thee in thy need : 
If thou sorrow, he will weep ; 
If thou wake, he eannot sleep ; 
Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
These are eertain signs to know 
Faithful friend from Aattering foe. 

RUhard Barn/ield, 

167 
ANTHEM 

LORD, what am I ? A worm, dust, vapour, nothing ! 
What is my life ? A dream, a daily d^ang ! 
What is my flesh ? My soul's uneasy elothing ! 
What is my time ? A n^inute ever Aying : 
My time, my flesh, my life, and I ; 
What are we, Lord, but vanity ? 

Where am I, Lord ? down in a vale of death : 
What is my trade ? sin, my dear God offending ; 
My sport sin too, my stay a puff of breath : 
What end of sin ? Hell's horror never ending : 
My way, my trade, sport, stay, and plaee 
Help to make up my doleiul ease. 
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Lord, what art thon? pure life, power, beautv, bliss : 

Where dwell'st thou ? up above in perieet light : 

What is Thy time ? etemity it is : 

What state? attendanee of eaeh glorious sprite : 

Th^rseir, thy plaee, thy days, thy state 

Pass all the thoughts of powers ereate. 

How shall I reaeh thee, Lord? O, soar above, 
Ambitious soul ! But whieh way should I fly? 
Thou, Lord, art way and end : what wings have I ? 
Aspiring thou^hts, of faith, of hope, of love — 
O, let these wings, that way alone 
Present me to thy blissiiil throne ! 

losepk Hall. 
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MADRIGAL 

Lovc in thy youth, fair maid ; be wise, 

Old Time will make thee eolder, 
And though eaeh moming new arise 

Yet we eaeh day grow older. 

Thou as heaven art fair and young, 

Thine eyes like twin stars shining ; 
But ere another day be sprung, 

All these will be deelining. 

Then winter eomes with all his fears, 

And all thy sweets shall borrow ; 
Too late then wilt thou shower thy tears, 

And I too late shall sorrow. 

Anonymous, 

169 
O SWEET eONTENT 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers? 
O sweet eontent ! 
Art thou rieh, yet is thy mind perplex^ ? 

O punishment ! 
Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vex^ 
To add to golden numbers golden numbers? 
O sweet eontent I 
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Ganst drink the waters of the erisp^ spring ? 
O sweet eontent ! 
Swim'st thou in wealth, yet sink'st in thine own tears ? 

O punishment ! 
Then he that patiently want's burden bears, 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king ! 
O sweet eontent ! 

Work apaee, apaee, apaee, apaee ; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 
Thenhey noney, noney, hey noney, noney ! 

Thomas Dekker, 
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BEAUTY, ARISE 

Bbauty, arise, show forth thy glorious shining ! 

Thine eyes feed Love, for them he standedi pining. 

Honour and youth attend td do their duty 

To thee, their only sovereign beauty. 

Beauty, arise, whilst we, thy servants, sing 

lo to Hymen, wedloek's jocund king : 

lo to Hymen, lo, lo, sing ! 

Of wedloek, love, and youth, is Hymen king. 

Beauty, arise, thy glorious lights display, 
Whilst we sing lo, glad to see this day. 
lo to H^rmen, lo, lo, sing ! 
Of wedloek, love, and youth, is Hymen king. 

Thomas Dekker, 
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YE LITTLE BIRDS 

Yb little birds that sit and sing 

Amidst the shady valleys, 
And see how Phillis sweetly walks 

Within her garden-alleys : 
Go, pretty birds, about her bower ; 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower ; 
Ah, me ! methinks I see her frown ! 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 
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G09 tell her throng^ 701» ehirping biUs, 

As yoa by me are iHdden, 
To her is only known my love, 

Whieh from the world is hidden. 
Go, pretty birds, and tell her so ; 
See that your notes strain not too low ; 
For still, methinks, I see her ^wn — 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go tune ^oor voices' harmony, 

And siDg, I am her lover ; 
Strain loud and sweet, that every note 

With sweet eontent may move her. 
And she that hath the sweetest voice, 
Tell her I will not ehange my ehoiee ; 
Yet still, methinks, I see her frown ! 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

O, fly I make haste I see, see, she &lls 

Into a pretty slumber. 
Sing round about her rosy bed, 

That, waking, she may wonder. 
Say to her, 'tis her lover true 
That sendeth love to you, to you ; 
And when you hear her lund reply, 

Retum with pleasant warblings. 

Thomas Heywood, 
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PACK, GLOUDS, AWAY 

Pack, elouds, away, and weleome, day ! 

With ni|;ht we banish sorrow. 

Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, lark, aloft 

To give my love good morrow ! 

Wings from the wind to please her mind, 

Notes from the lark I *11 borrow : 

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale, sing, 

To giye my love good morrow ! 

To give my love good morrow, 

Notes from them all I '11 borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, rolnn redbreast ! 
Sing, birds, in every iiirrow, 
And from eaeh bill let musie shrill 
Give my fair love good morrow ! 
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Blaekbird and thrush in every bush, 
Stare, linnet, and eoeksparrow, 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves 
Sing my fair love good morrow ! 
To give my love good morrow, 
Sing, birds, in every iiirrow ! 

Thomas Heymod, 



aspatia's song 

Lay a garland on my hearse 

Of the dismal yew. 
Maidens, willow branehes bear — 

Say I died true. 

My love was &dse, but I was firm 

From my hour of birth. 
Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gentle earth ! 

John PUteher 



AWAY, DELIGHTS 

AWAY, delights I go seek some other dwelling, 

For I must die. 

Farewell, false Iove ! thy tongue is ever telling 

Lie after lie. 

For ever let me rest now from thy smarts ; 

Alas, for pity, go, 

And fire their hearts 

That have been hard to thee ! Mine was not so. 

Never again deluding love shall know me, 

For I will die ; 

And all those griefs that think to overgrow me, 

Shall be as I. 

For ever will I sleep, while poor maids ery : — 

* Alas, for pity, stay, 

And let us die 

With thee 1 men eannot moek us in the elay.' 

John PleUher, 
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rOW THE LUSTY SPRIi 

Now Ihe lusty Spiing is s«en I 

Golden yellow, gaudy blue, 

I)ainiily iniite the view. 

Everywhere on evety green, 

Roies blushing as Ihey blow, 

And entieingmen to pull, 

Ulies whiter than the snow, 

Woodbinei of sweet honeyful 
All love's emblemi, and all ery 
'Ladiei, if not plueked, we die. 

Yet the lusty Spting hilh ■t&vei 
Blushing red >nd puielt wnit 
Daintily to love invite 

Evei7 womaii, ereiy inald. 
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Gherries kissing as they grow, 

And inviting men to taste, 
Apples even right below, 

Winding gently to the waist : 
All love*s emblems, and all ery : — 
' Ladies, if not plueked, we die.' 

Jokn Pleteher, 



177 

HEAR, YE LADIES 

Hear, ye ladies that despise, 

What the mighty Love has done ! 
Fear examples, and be wise : 

Fair Gilisto was a nun ; 
Leda, sailii^ on the stream 

To deceive the hopes of man, 
Love aeeounting but a dream, 

Doted on a silver swan ; 
Danae, in a brazen tower, 
Where no love was, loved a shower. 

Hear, ye ladies that are eoy, 

What the mighty Love ean do ! 
Fear the fierceness of the boy : 

The ehaste moon he makes to woo ; 
Yesta, kindling holy fires, 

Gireled round about with spies, 
Never dreaming loose desires, 

Doting at the altar dies ; 
Ilion in a short hour higher 
He oan build, and onee more fire. 

John Eleieher, 
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DEAREST, DO NOT 

Dbarsst, do not you delay me, 
Sinee thou knowest, I must be gone ! 
Wind and tide, 'tis thought, doth stay me, 
But 'tis wind that must be blown 
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i8o 

IN PRAISE OF MELANGHOLY 

IiSNCB, all you vain delights, 
As short as are the nights 

Wherein you spent your folly ! 
There *s nought in this life sweet, 
If man were wise to see 't, 

But only Melaneholy, 

O sweetest Melaneholy I 
Weleome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 
A sight that piereing mortiiies, 
A look that 's fastened to the ground, 
A tongue ehained up without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads and pathless groves, 

Plaees whieh pale passion loves ; 

Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 

Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ; 

A midnight bell, a parting groan — 

These are the sounds we teed upon, 

Then streteh our bones in a still gloomy valley . , . 

Nothing 's so dainty sweet as lovely melaneholy ! 

/oAn Eleteher, 

i8i 

INVOCATION 

W)IY art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death, 

To stop a wreteh's breath, 
That ealls on thee, and offers her sad heart 

A prey unto'thy dart ? 
I am nor young nor fair ; be, therefore, bold : 

Sorrow hath made me old, 
Deformed, and wrinkled ; all that I ean crave 

Is quiet in my grave. 
Sueh as live happy, hold long life a jewel ; 

But to me thou art eruel, 
If thou end not my tedious misery 

And I soon eease to be. 
Strike, and strike home, then ! Pity unto me, 
In one short hour's delay, is tyranny. 

PHlip Aiassinger, 
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i8o 

IN PRAISE OF MELANGHOLY 

IiSNCS, all you vain delights, 
As shoit as are the nights 

Wherein you spent your Tolly I 
There 's nought in this life sweet, 
If man were wise to see 't, 

But only Melaneholy, 

O sweetest Melaneholy I 
Weleome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 
A sight that piereing mortifies, 
A look that 's fastened to the ground, 
A tongue ehained up without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads and pathless groves, 

Plaees whieh pale passion loves ; 

Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 

Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ; 

A midnight bell, a parting groan — 

These are the sounds we teed upon, 

Then streteh our bones in a still gloomy valley . . . 

Nothing 's so dainty sweet as lovely melaneholy l 

John PUteher, 

« 

i8i 

INYOGATION 

W)IY art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death, 

To stop a wreteh's breath, 
That ealls on thee, and offers her sad heart 

A prey unto'thy dart ? 
I am nor young nor fair ; be, therefore, bold : 

Sorrow hath made me old, 
Deformed, and wrinkled ; all that I ean crave 

Is quiet in my grave. 
Sueh as live happy, hold long life a jewel ; 

But to me thou art eruel, 
If thou end not my tedious misery 

And I soon eease to be. 
Strike, and strike home, then ! Pity unto me, 
In one short hour's delay, is tyranny. 

Philip Massingtr, 
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i8o 

IN PRAISE OF MELANGHOLY 

HsNCB, all you vain delights, 
As short as are the nights 

Wherein you spent your folly ! 
There *s nought in this life sweet, 
If man were wise to see 't, 

But only Melaneholy, 

O sweetest Melaneholy ! 
Weleome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 
A sight that piereing mortifies, 
A look that 's fastened to the ground, 
A tongue ehained up without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads and pathless groves, 

Plaees whieh pale passion loves ; 

Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 

Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ; 

A midnight bell, a parting groan — 

These are the sounds we teed upon, 

Then streteh our bones in a still gloomy valley . , . 

Nothing 's so dainty sweet as lovely melaneholy \ 

John Pkteher, 

i8i 

INYOGATION 

W|IY art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death, 

To stop a wreteh's breath, 
That ealls on thee, and offers her sad heart 

A prey iinto'thy dart ? 
I am nor young nor fair ; be, therefore, bold : 

Sorrow hath made me old, 
Deformed, and wrinkled ; all that I ean crave 

Is quiet in my grave. 
Sueh as live happy, hold long life a jewel ; 

But to me thou art eruel, 
If thou end not my tedious misery 

And I soon eease to be. 
Strike, and strike home, then ! Pity unto me, 
In one short hour's delay, is tyranny. 

Pkilip Massingir, 
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HEDITATION 

{pnik£ Tombsin lVestminsier Abbey) 

MORTALITY, bebold and teai I 

Wlu.t ■ ehange a{ flesh ia hete I 

Think how many Toyal bones 

Sleep within this heap of stones ; 

Heie they lie had lealms ond lands, 

Who now want sirength to stii theii handg ; 

Wheie riom theii pulpils seal'd with dust 

They preaeh : — ' In greatness is no trust.' 

Heie % an aeie sown indeed 

Wilh the riehest loyall'st seed 

That the earth did e'et suek in, 

Sinee the Srst man died foi sin '. 

Here the lioiies of biith have eried ; — 

'Thonghgods they were, as men they died." 

Here ate sands, ignoble things, 

Diopt fiom the luin'd sides of kiogs. 

Here 'i a woild of pomp and state, 

Buried in dust, onee dead by fale. 

Fra»cii Biamneitl. 

■83 

PHOEBUS, ARISK 
Phobbus, iiise, 
And paint (he sable skies 
With uuie, white, and red T 
Rouse Memnon's mother fiom bei Tython's bed, 
That she thy eairiei may with loses spiead ; 
The nightingales thy eoming eieh wheie sing ; 
Make an etemal spiing, 
Give life to thb daik woild whieb lieth dead ; 
Spiead fortli thy golden bair 
In lat^r loeks than thou wast wont before, 
And, empeioi-like, deeore 
With diadem of peail Ihy temples fair ; 
Ghase henee Ihe ugly Night, 
Whieh serres but to make dear thy glolious light. 
This is that happy motn 
Thatday, tong-wish^ day, 
OfalImylifesodiik 
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(If eruel stars have not my ruin sworn, 

And Fates not hope betray), 

Whieh, only white, deserves 

A diamond for ever should it mark : 

This is the mom should bring unto this grove 

My love, to hear and reeompense my love. 

Fair king, who all preserves, 

But show thy blushing beams 

And thou two sweeter eyes 

Shalt see than those whieh by Peneus' streams 

Did onee thy heart surprise : 

Nay, suns, whieh shine as elear 

As thou when two thou did to Rome appear ! 

Now, Flora, deek thyself in fairest guise ; 

If that ye, Winds, would hear 

A voice surpassing far Amphion's lyre, 

Your stormy ehiding stay ; 

Let Zephyr only breathe, 

And with her tresses play, 

Kissin|; sometimes these purple ports of death ! 

The winds all silent are, 

And Phoebus in his ehair, 

Ensaffroning sea and air, 

Makes vanish every star : 

Night like a drunkard reels 

Beyond the hills to shun his Aaming wheels ; 

The fields with Aow'rs are deck*d in every hue ; 

The elouds bespangle with bright gold their blue ; 

Here is the pleasant plaee, 

And ev*ry thing, save her, who all should graee. 

William Drutnmond, 

184 

MADRIGAL 

My thoughts hold mortal strife : 
* * o detest my life, 

^', with lamenting eries, 
Dw-e to my soul to bring 

? all that prinee whieh here doth monarehise. 

■R ' grim-grinning king, 

^^caitives seorns, and doth the blest surprise, 
^* J having deeked with beauty*s rose his tomb, 

4iains to erop a weed, and will not eome. 

Tjj Q William Drummond, 
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I8S 

WOOING SONG 

LoyB is the blossom where there blows 

£verything that lives or grows : 

Love doth make the Heav*ns to move, 

And the Sun doth bum in love : 

Love the strong and weakdoth yoke, 

And makes the ivy elimb the oak, 

Under whose shadows lions wild, 

Soften*d by love, grow tame and mild. 

Love no med'eine ean appease, 

He bums the fishes in the seas. 

Not all the skill his wounds ean steneh, 

Not all the sea his fire ean quendi. 

Love did make the bloody spear 

Onee a leafy eoat to wear, 

While in his leaves there shrouded lay 

Sweet birds, for love, that sing and play. 

And of all love's joyful flame, 

I the bud and blossom am. 

Only bend thy knee to me, 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be ! 

See, see the Aowers that below 
Now as fresh as moming blow, 
And of all the virgin rose 
That as bright Aurora shows, 
How they all unleaved die, 
Losing their virginity I 
Like unto a summer-shade, 
But now bom, and now they fade. 
Every thing doth pass away. 
There is danger in delay. 
Come, eome gather then the rose, 
Gather it, or it you lose ! 
All the sand of Tagus' shore 
Into my bosom easts his ore : 
AU the valleys' swimming eom 
To my house is yearly bome : 
Every grape of every vine 
Is gladly bruis'd to make me wine, 
While ten thousand kings, as proud, 
To earry up my train have bow'd, 
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And a world of ladies send me 
In my ehambers to attend me : 
All the stars in heaven that shine, 
And ten thousand more, are mine : 
Only bend thy knee to me, 
Tby wooing shall thy winning be ! 

GiUs PUteher, 

l86 

A BROKEN HEART 

Gloribs, pleasures, pomps, delights and ease, 

Can but please 

Outward senses, when the mind 

Is untroubled, or by peaee retin'd. 

Growns may Aourish and deeay, 

Beauties shine, but fade away. 

Youth may revel, yet it must 

Lie down in a bed of dust. 

Earthly honours flow and waste, 

Time alone doth ehange and last. 

Sorrows mingled with eontents prepare 

Rest for eare. 

Love only reigns in death ; though art 

Can find no comfort for a Broken Heart. 

John Pord. 

187 

SHALL I TELL YOU WHOM I LOVE 

Shall I tell you whom I love ? 
Hearken then a while to me, 
And if sueh a woman move 
As I iiow shall versify, 
Be assured, 'tis she, or none 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so mueh right, 
As she seorns the help of art. 
In as many virtues dight 
As e'er yet embraeed a heart, 
So mueh good so truly tried 

Some for less were deified. 

William Browne, 
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A LOYBR'S GREETING 

Weleome, weleome do I sing, 
Far more weleome than the spring ! 
He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 

LoVB, that to the voice is near 

Breaking from your ivory pale, 
Need not walk abroad to hear 

The delightiul nightingale. 

Love, that looks still on your e^res, 

Tho* the winter have b^[un 
To benumb our arteries, 

Sball not want the summer's sun. 

Love, that still may see your eheeks, 

Where all rareness still reposes, 
Is a fool if ere he seeks 

Other lilies, other roses. 

Love, to whom your soft lip yields, 
And perceives your breath in kissing, 

AU the odours of the fields 
Never, never shall be missing. 

Love, that question would anew 

What fair Eden was of old, 
Let him rightly study you, 

And a brief of that pehold ! 

Weleome, weleome then I sing, 
Far more weleome than the spring ! 
He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for even 

William Browne. 

189 

LOYE'S ERRAND 

Go, thou gentle whispering Wind, 
Bear this Sigh ! and if thou find 
Where my eruel fair doth rest, 
Cast it in her snowy breast : 
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So, inflam'd by my desire, 
It may set her heart on fire. 

Those sweet kisses thou shalt gain, 
Will reward thee for thy pain. 
Boldly light upon her lip, 
There suek odours, and thenee skip 
To her bosom. Lastly fall 
Down, and wander over all. 

Range about those ivory hills, 
From whose every part distils 
Amber dew. There spiees grow, 
There pure streams of neetar flow : 
There perlume thyself, and bring 
AU those sweets upon thy wing. 

As thou return'st, ehange by thy power 
Every weed into a Aower, 
Turn every thistle to a vine, 
Make the bramble eglantine : 
For so rieh a booty made, 
Do but this, and I am paid. 

Thou eanst with thy powerlul blast 
Heat apaee, and eool as fast ; 
Thou eanst kindle hidden flame, 
And again destroy the same : 
Then, for pity, either stir 
Up the Fire of Love in her, 
That alike both flames may shine, 
Or else quite extinguish mine. 

Thomas Carew, 



190 
GIVE ME MORE LOVE 

GiYB me more Iove or more disdain ! 
The torrid or the frozen zone 
Bring equal ease unto my pain : 
The temperate aflbrds me none. 
Either extreme, of love or hate, 
Is sweeter than a eidm estate. 
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Give me a stonn : if it be love, 

Like Danae in that golden shower, 

I swim in pleasure ; if it prove 

Disdain, that torrent will devour 

My vulture-hopes ; and he 's possessed 

Of Heaven, that 's but from Hell released. 

Then erown my joys, or eure my pain : 
Give me more love or more disdain ! 

Tkomas Cartw% 
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WHEN THOU, POOR E XCO M M UN 1 C ATE 

Whbn thou, poor Excommunicate 
From all the joys of love, shalt see 

The Aill reward and glorious fate 
Whieh my strong faith shall purehase me, 
Then eurse thine own ineonstaney ! 

A fairer hand than thine shall eure 
That heart, whieh thy false oaths did wound ; 

And to my soul a soul more pure 
Than thine shall by Love's hand be bound, ' 
And both with equal glory crown*d. 

Then shalt thou weep, entreat, eomplain 
To Love, as I did onee to thee ; 

When all thy tears shall be as vain 
As mine were then : for thou shalt be 
Damn*d for thy false apostaey. 

Tkomas Carew. 



192 
ASK ME NO MORE 

ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose : 
For in your beauty's orient deep 
These Aowers, as in their eauses, sleep. 
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Ask me no more, whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day : 
For in pure love heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrieh your hair. 

Ask me no more, whither doth haste 
The Nightingale, when May is past : 
For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winters, and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more, where those stars *light, 
That downwards fall in dead of night : 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fix^ beeome, as in their sphere. 

Ask me no more, if east or west 
The Pheenis build her spiey nest : 
For unto you at last she Aies, 
And in your fragrant bosom dies. 

Thomas Carew, 



THE LOV£R AND THE BELOV£d 

E'en like two little bank-dividing brooks 

That wash the pebbles with their wanton streams, 

And, having ranged and searehed a thousand nooks, 

Meet both at length in silver-breasted Thames, 

Where in a greater eurrent they conjoin : 

So I my Best-Belov^d's am ; so He is mine. 

E'en so we met ; and after long pursuit, 
£'en so we join'd ; we both beeame entire ; 
No need for either to renew a suit, 
For I was flax and he was Aames of Are : 
Our firm-united souls dld more than twine ; 
So I my Best-Belov^d's am ; so He is mine. 

If all those glittering Monarehs that eommand 
The servile quarters of this earthly ball, 
Should tender, in exchange, their shares of land, 
I would not ehange my fortunes for them all : 
Their wealth is but a eounter to my eoin ; 
The world *s but theirs ; but ray Belov6d *s mine. 

Praneis Quarles, 
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HAV£ YOU A DESIRE 

Have you a desire to see 

The glorious Hcavcn's epitome ? 

Or an abstraet of the Spring? 

Adonis* garden ? or a Thing 

Fuller of wonder ? Nature's shop displayed, 
HuDg ¥nth the ehoieest pieees she has made? — 
Here behold it open laid. 

Or else would you bless your eyes 
With a type of Paradise? 
Or behold how poets feign 
Joye to sit amidst his train ? 

Or see (what made Aetseon nie) 

Diana 'mongst her virgin erew ? — 

Lift up your eyes and view. 

Peter HausteeL 
EASTER 



RiSB, heart ; thy Lord is risen. Sing his praise 

Without delays, 

Wbo takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise 

With him may*st rise, 

That, as his death ealein^d thee to dust, 

His life may make thee gold, and mueh more just. 

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part 

With all thy art. 

The Gross taught all wood to resound his name, 

Who bore the same. 

His streteh^ sinews taught all strings, what key 

Is best to eelebrate this most high day. 

Gonsort both heart and lute, and twist a song 

Pleasant and long ; 

Or, sinee all musie is but three parts vied 

And multiplied, 

O, let thy blessed Spirit bear a part, 

And make up our defects with his sweet art ! 
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II 

I got me Aowers to strew thy way, 

I got me boughs off many a tree : 

But thou wast up by break of day, 

And brought'st thy sweets along with thee. 

The Sun arising in the East, 

Though he give light, and th' East periume, 

If they should offer to eontest 

With thy arising, they presume. 

Can there be any day but this, 
Though many suns to shine endeavour ? 
We eount three hundred, but we miss : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 

George Herbert, 
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THE QUIP 

Thb merry World did on a day 
With his train-bands and mates agree 

To meet together, where I lay, 
And all in sport to jeer at me. 

First, Beauty erept into a rose, 

Whieh when I plueked not, ' Sir,' said she, 
* Tell me, I pray, whose hands are those ? ' — 

But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 

Then Money eame, and ehinking still, 
' What tune is this, poor man ? ' said he : 

' I heard in Musie you had skilL' 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 

Then eame brave Glory puffing by 
In silks that whistled — who but he ? 

He searee allowed me half an eye — 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 

Then eame quick Wit and Conversation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 

And, to be short, make an oration — 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 
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Yet when the hour of Thy desien 
To answer these fine things shall eome, 

Speak not at large, say, I am Thine, 
And then they have their answer home. 

George Herbert. 
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YIRTUE 

SwBBT day, so eool, so ealm, so bright, 

The bridal of the earth and sk^ : 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night, 

For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 

Bids the rash gazer ¥npe his eye : 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

Sweet spring, full of sweet da]^ and roses, 

A box where sweets eompaeted lie : 
My musie shows ye have your eloses, 

And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 

Like seasoned timber, never gives, 
But though the whole world turn to eoal, 

Then ehieAy lives. 

George Herbert. 
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THE CALL 

C0ME, my Way, my Truth, my Life : 
Sueh a Way as gives us breath, 

Sueh a Truth as ends all strife, 
And sueh a Life as killeth death ! 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength : 
Sueh a Light as shows a feast, 

Sueh a Feast as mends in lehg^, 
Sueh a Strength as makes his guest ! 
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Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart : 

Sueh a Joy as none ean move, 
Sueh a Love as none ean part, 

Sueh a Heart as joys in love ! 

Geor^e Herbert, 

199 

CHERRY-RIPE 

Cherry-ripe, ripe, ripe, I ery l 
Fiill and fair ones ! Come and buy ! 
If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer : — * There, 
Where my Julia's lips do smile ; 
There 's the land, or eherry-isle, 
Whose plantations fully show 
All the year where eherries grow. ' 

Robert Herriek, 

2CXD 

TO HIS MISTRESS 

Choose me your valentine, 

Next let us marry — 
Love to the death will pine 

If we long tarry, 

Promise, and keep your vows, 

Or vow ye never : 
Love's doetrine disallows 

Troth-breakers ever. 

You have broke promise twiee, 

Dear, to undo me ! 
If you prove faithless thriee, 

None then will woo ye. 

Robert Herriek. 
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^^MYRRHA, HARD-HEARTED 

Aneoow thine arms, and hang the hetd 
Bo a lily wither^ ; 
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Next look thou like a siekly moon, 
Or like Jocasta in a swoon ; 
Then weep, and sigh, and so^tly go 
like to a widow drown*d in woe, 
Or like a virgin full of ruth 
For the lost sweetheart of her youth : 
And all beeause, fair maid, thou art 
Insensible of all my smart, 
And of those evil days that be 
Now posting on to punish thee ! 
The gods are easy, and eondemn 
All sueh as are not soft like them. 

Roberi Herriek. 
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TO DIANEME 

SwBST, be not proud of those two eyes 
Whieh, starlike, sparkle in their skies ; 
Nor be you proud that you ean see 
AU hearts your captives, yours yet free ; 
Be you not proud of that rieh hair 
Wlueh wantons with the love-sick air : 
Whenas that ruby, whieh you wear 
Sunk from the tip of your soft ear, 
Will last to be a preeious stone 
When all your world of beauty's gone. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO eORINNA GOING A-MAYING 

Get up, get up for shame ! The blooming Mom 
Upon her wings presents the God unshorn. 
See how Aurora throws her fair, 
Fresh<)uilted eolours through the air : 
Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangle herb and tree ! 
Eaeh Aower has wept and bow'd toward the east 
Above an hour sinee : yet you not dress'd? 
Nay ! not so mueh as out of bed ? 
When all the birds have matins said ' 

M 
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And sung their thankful hymns, 'tis sin, 

Nay ! profanation to keep in, 
Whereas a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring sooner than the lark to fetch in May. 

Rise and put on ^our foliage, and be seen 

To eome forth, hke the spring-time, fresh and green 

And sweet as Flora. Take no eare 

For jewels for your gown or hair : 

Fear not ; the leaves will strew 

Gems in abundanee upon you : 
Besides, the ehildhood of the day has kept, 
Against you eome, some orient pearls unwept ! 

Come and receive them while the light 

Hangs on the dew-loeks of the Night : 

And Titan on the eastem hill 

Retires himself, oc else stands still. 

You eome forth. Wash, dress, be brief in prajing : 
Few beads are best when onee we go a-Ma^ring. 

Come, my Corinna, eome ; and, eoming, mark 
How eaeh field tums a street, eaeh street a park 

Made green and trimm'd with trees ; see how 

Devotion gives eaeh house a bough 

Or braneh : eaeh poreh, eaeh door ere this 

An ark, a tabemaele is, 
Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove, 
As if here were those eooler shades of love ! 

Can sueh delights be in the street 

And open iields, and we not see 't ? 

Gome, we '11 abroad ; and let's obey 

The proelamation made for May, 
And sin no more, as we have done, by staying, 
But, my Corinna, eome, let's go a-Ma)dng ! 

There 's not a budding boy or girl this day 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 

A deal of youth ere this is eome 

Baek, and with white-thom laden home. 

Some have despateh'd their eakes and eream 

Before that we have left to dream : 
And some have wept, and woo'd, and plighted troth, 
And ehose their priest ere we ean east off sloth : 

Many a green-gown has been given, 

Many a kiss, both odd and even ! 

Many a glanee, too, has been sent 
/ From out the eye, love's iirmament ! 
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Many a jest told of the keys' betra^ring 

This night, and loeks piek'd, yet we 're not a-Maying ! 

Gome, let us go, while we are in our prime, 
And take the harmless folly of the time. 

We shall grow old apaee, and die 

Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is short, and our days run 

As fast away as does the sun. 
And, as a yapour or a drop of rain, 
Onee lost, ean ne*er be found again, 

So when or you or I are made 

A &ble, song, or Heeting shade, 

All love, all liking, all delight 

Lies drowned with us in endless night. 
Then while time serves, and we are but deeaying, 
Gome, my G)rinna, eome, let 's go a-Maying. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO LIVE MERRILY AND TO TRUST TO 

GOOD YERSES 

Now is the time for mirth, 
Nor eheek or tongue be dumb ; 

For, with the Aowery earth, 
TTie golden pomp is eome. 

The golden pomp is eome ; 

For now eaeh tree does wear, 
Made of her pap and gum, 

Rieh beads of amber here. 

Now rains the rose, aud now 

The Arabian dew besmears 
My uneontroU^ brow 

And my retorted hairs. 

Homer, this health to thee, 

In saek of sueh a kind 
That it would make thee see 

Though thou wert ne'er so blind t 



i8o HERRIGK 

Next, Virgil I '11 eall forth 
To pledge this seeond health 

In wine, whose eaeh eup 's worth 
An Indian eommonwealth. 

A goblet next I 'II drink 

To Ovid, and suppose, 
Made he the pledge, he 'd think 

The world had all one nose. 

Then this immensive eup 

Of aromatie wine, 
Gatullus, I quaff up 

To that terse muse of thine ! 

Wild I am now with heat : 

O Baeehus, eool thy rays, 
Or, frantic, I shall eat 

Thy thyrse, and bite the bays ! 

Round, round the roof does run, 

And, being ravish'd thus, 
Come, I will drink a tun 

To my Propertius. 

Now, to TibuUus, next, 

This flood I drink to thee ! 
But stay, I see a.text 

That this presents to me : — 

' Behold, Tibullus lies 
Here bumt, whose small return 

Of ashes searee suffice 
To fill a little um.' 

Trust to good verses then : 

They only will aspire 
When pyramids, as men, 

Are lost i' the funeral fire ; 

And when all bodies meet 

In Lethe to be drown'd, 
Then only numbers sweet 

With endless life are erown'd. 

Robirt Htrriek, 
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TO YIOLETS 

WsLeOMS, maids-of-honour ! 

Yoa do bring 

In the Spring, 
And wait upon her. 

She has yirgins many, 

Fresh and nur ; 

Yet you are 
More sweet than any. 

You 're the maiden posies, 

And so grae'd 

To be plac*d 
'Fore damask roses. 

Yety though thus respeeted, 

By-and-by 

Ye do lie, 
Poor girls, n^leeted ! 

Robtrt Herriek, 
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TO THE YIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH 

OF TIME 

Gathbr ye rosebuds while ye may : 

Old Time is still a-Hying, 
And this same Aower that smiles to-day 

To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 

The higher he s a-getting, 
The sooner will his raee be run, 

And nearer he 's to setting. 

That age is best whieh is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer ; 

But, being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still sueeeed the former. 
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Then be not eoy, but use your time, 

And while ye may, go marry : 
For, having lost but onee your prime, 

You may for ever tarry. 

Robert Herriek, 

A MEDITATION FOR HIS MISTRESS 

You are a tulip seen to-day : 

But, dearest, of so short a stay 

That where you grew searee man ean say. 

You are a lovely July-flower : 

Yet one rude wind or ruiHing shower 

Will force you henee, and in an hour. 

You are a sparkling rose i' th* bud : 
Yet lost ere that ehaste flesh and blood 
Can show where you or grew or stood. 

You are a full-spread, fair-set vine, 
And ean with tendrils love entwine, 
Yet dried ere you distil your wine. 

You are like balm enelosed well 
In amber, or some erystal shell, 
Yet lost ere you transfuse your smell. 

You are a dainty violet, 

Yet wither*d ere you ean be set 

Within the virgin's eoronet. 

You are the queen all Aowers among : 
But die you must, fair maid, ere long, 
As he, the maker of this song. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO MUSie, TO BEGALM HIS FEVBR 

Gharm me asleep and melt me so 

With thy delieious numbers, 
That, being ravished, henee I go 

Away in easy slumbers. 
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And makeBiybed, 
Thoa Power that emst 
Proaiine thisill, 
And qixicklj sdll, 
Tboogh tboa DOt kin 
MjfeTer. 

Tboa sweetly emttst eooyert tbe saaie 

From a cx>nsQmiiig fiie 
Into a gentle-lieking flame» 
And make it tbns expiie. 
Tben make me weep 
My pains asleep, 
And grre me sndi reposes 
That I, poor I, 
May tbink tbereby 
I live and die 

*Mongst roses. 

Fall on me like a silent dew, 

Or like tbose maiden sbowers 
Wbieb, by tbe peep of day, do strew 
A baptism o'er tbe Aowers ! 
Melt, melt my pains 
With thy soft strains, 
Tbat, having ease me given, 
Witb full deligbt 
I leare tbis light, 
And take my Aight 
For beaven ! 

/^odtrt Htrriek, 

209 
TO THE ROSE: A SONG 

Go, happy Rose, and, interwove 
With other Aowers, bind my love. 
Tell her, too, she must not be 
Longer Aowing, longer free, 
That so oft has fetter*d me. 

Say, if she 's fretful, I have bands 
Of pearl and gold to bind her bands. 
Tell ber, if she struggle still, 
I have myrtle rods (at will) 
For to tame, though not to kill. 
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Take thou my blessing thus, and go 
And tell her this-r-but do not so : 
Lest a handsome anger fly 
Like a lightning from her eye, 
And bum thee up as well as I ! 

Robert Herriek, 



2IO 

TO PRIMROSES PILLED WITH MORNING 

DEW 

^ Why do ye weep, sweet babes ? ean tears 

Speak grief in you, 
Who were but born 
Just as the modest mom 
Teem'd her refreshing dew ? 
Alas ! you have not known that shower 
That mars a Aower ; 
Nor felt th' unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind ; 
Nor are ye wom with years, 

Or wrapp*d as we, 
Who think it strange to see 
Sueh pretty Aowers, sueh like to orphans young, 
To speak by tears before ye have a tongue. 

Speak, whimp'ring younglings, and make known 
The reason why 
Ye droop and weep. 
Is it for want of sleep 
Or ehildish lullaby ? 
Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The violet ? 
Or brought a kiss 
From that sweetheart to this ? 
No, no, this sorrow shown 

By your tears shed 
Would have this leeture read : 
That things of greatest, so of meanest worth, 
Concetv*d with grief are, and with tears brought forth. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO ASTHEiL WBO 14 A Y C O >4 X A X V» »4 l M 

AXYTHlXO 

Btd ik to Im^ «Bd I mi44 ht^ 

TliT PKfi«sXKm to be ; 
Ot bad Bke k>Te, «a^ I wiU £!ix>e 

A k)T»(heftn to tHee. 

A heut «s 9ofi, a heut «s kM» 

Abeut«sscKiiKl «Dd ^ree 
As in the whole worid thou eiui^ l^thi^ 

That kemrt 1 11 gi^e to thet^ 

Kd that hemrt st»y, and it wiU tt«y 

To honour thv deeree ; 
Or bid it lansuish quite AWAy» 

And 't shul do so (br thee. 
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Bid me to weep, and I will weep 

While I have eyes to see ; 
And, having none, yet I will keep 

A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and I '11 despair 

Under that eypress-tree ; 
Or bid me die, and I will dare 

E'en death to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 

The vcry eyes of me, 
And hast eommand of every part 

To live and die for thee. 

Robert Herriek. 
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TO MEADOWS 

Yb have been iresh and green, 
Ye have been fill*d with Aowers, 

And ye the walks have been 
Where maids have spent their hours. 

You have beheld how they 

With wieker arks did eome 
To Idss and bear away 

The rieher eowslips home. 

You 've heard them sweetly sing, 

And seen them in a round : 
Eaeh virgin like a spring, 

With honeysuekles erown'd. 

But now we see none here 

Whose silvery feet did tread, 
And with dishevell'd hair 

Adom'd this smoother mead. 

Like unthrifts, having spent 

Your stoek and needy grown, 
Y* are left here to lament 

Your poor estates, alone. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO DAFFODILS 

Fair daffodils, we weep to see 

You haste away so soon : 

As yet the early-rising sun 

Has not attain'd his noon. 

Stay, stay, 

Until the hasting day 

Has run 
But to the evensong, 
And, having prayed together, we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay as you, 

We have as short a spring, 
As quick a growth to meet deeay, 
As you, or anything. 
We die, 
As your hours do, and dry 

Away, 
Like to the summer's rain, 
Or as the pearls of moming's dew, 
Ne'er to be found again. 

Rohert Herriek, 

215 
THE MAD MAID'S SONG 

GooD-morrow to the day so fair, 

Good-moming, sir, to you ; 
Good-morrow to mine own tora hair, 

Bedabbled with the dew. 

Good-moming to this primrose too, 

Good-morrow to eaeh maid 
That will with Aowers the tomb bestrew 

Wherein my love is laid. 

Ah ! woe is me, woe, woe is me ! 

Alaek and well-a-day ! 
For pity, sir, find out that bee 

Wnieh bore my love away. 
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I '11 seek him in your bonnet brave, 

I'll seek him in your eyes ; 
Nay, now I think they 've made his grave 

I' th' bed of strawberries. 

I '11 seek him there : I know ere this 
The eold, eold earth doth shake him, 

But I will go, or send a kiss 
By you, sir, to awake him. 

Pray, hurt him not though he be dead ! 

He knows well who do love him, 
And who with green turfs rear his head, 

And who do rudely move him. 

He 's soft and tender (pray take heed !). 

With bands of eowslips bind him, 

And bring him home ! But 'tis deereed 

That I shall never find him. 

Robert Herriek, 

2l6 
TO DAISIES, NOT TO SHUT SO SOON 

Shut not so soon : the dull-ey'd night 

Has not as yet begun 
To make a seizure on the light, 

Or to seal up the sun. 

No marigolds yet elos^d are, 

No shadows great appear, 
Nor doth the early shepherd's star 

Shine like a spangle nere. 

O, stay but till my Julia elose 

Her life-begetting eye, 

And let the whole world then dispose 

Itself to live or die ! 

Robert Herriek, 

217 
TO OENONE 

What eonseienee, say, is it in thee, 

When I a heart had one, 
To take away that heart from me, 

And to retain thy own ? 
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For shame or pity now ineline 

To play a loving part : 
Either to send me kmdly thine, 

Or give me baek my heart. 

Covet not both 5 but if thou dost 

Resolve to part with neither, 
Why I yet to show that thou art just, 

Take me and mine together. 

Robert Herriek, 
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TO THE WATER NYMPHS DRINKING 
AT THE POUNTAIN 

Reagh, with your whiter hands, to me 

Some erystal of the spring, 
And I about the eup shall see 

Fresh lilies Aourishing. 

Or else, sweet nymphs, do you but this : 

To the glass your lips ineline, 

And I shall see by that one kiss 

The water tum'd to wine. 

Robert Herriek, 
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THE PRIMROSE 

AsK me why I send you here 

This sweet Infanta of the year ? 

Ask me why I send to you 

This primrose, thus bepearl'd with dew ? 

I will whisper to your ears : — 

The sweets of love are mix'd with tears. 

Ask me why this Aower does show 
So yellow-green, and siekly too ? 
Ask me why the stalk is weak 
And bending (yet it doth not break) ? 
I will answer : — These discover 
What fainting hopes are in a lover. 

Robert Herriek, 
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2 20 
THE NIGHT PIECE: TO JULIA 

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee, 

And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of iire, befriend thee ! 

No Will-o'-th'.Wisp mislight thee, 
Nor snake nor slow-worm bite thee ; 

But on, on thy way 

Not making a stay, 
Sinee ghost there 's none to affright thee ! 

Let not the dark thee eumber : 
What though the moon does slumber ? 

The stars of the night 

Will lend thee their Ught, 
Like tapers elear without number. 

Then, Julia, let me woo thee, 
Thtts, thus to eome unto me ! 

And when I shall meet 

Thy silv'ry feet, 
My soul I '11 pour into thee. 

Roberi Herriek. 
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TO ELEGTRA 

I DARE not ask a kiss, 

I dare not beg a smile, 
Lest, having that or this, 

I might grow proud the while. 

No, no, the utmost share 

Of my desire shall bc 
Only to kiss that air 

That lately kissdd thee. 

Robert Herriek, 
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A HYMN 

O, FLY, my soul ! What hangs upon 

Thy drooping wings, 

And weighs them down 

With love of gaudy mortal things ? 

The Sun is now i' the east : eaeh shade, 

As he doth rise, 

Is shorter made, 

That earth may lessen to our eyes. 

O, be not eareless then and play 
Until the star of peaee 
Hide all his beams in dark reeess ! 
Poor pilgrims needs must lose their way, 
When all the shadows do inerease. 

James Shirley, 

223 

EARTH'S YIGTORIES 

The glories of our blood and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against Fate ; 
Death lays his iey hand on kings : 
Seeptre and erown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor erooked seythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the iield, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield — 
They tame but one another still : 
Early or late, 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they, pale captives, ereep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow, 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds ! 

Upon Death's purple altar now, 
See where the victor-victim bleeds ! 
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Your heads must eome 

To the eold tomb 5 
Only the aetions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in their dust 

James Shirley, 

224 

DIRGE 

Hark ! now everything is still, 

The sereeeh-owl and the whistler shrill 

Call upon our dame aloud, 

And bid her auiekly don her shroud. 

Mueh you had of land and rent ; 

Your length in elay *s now eompetent. 

A long war disturbed your mind ; 

Here your perfect peaee is signed. 

Of what is t fools make sueh vain keeping ? 

Sin their eoneeption, their birth weepmg, 

Their life a general mist of error, 

Their death a hideous storm of terror ! 

Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Ddn elean linen, bathe your feet, 

And (the foul iiend more to eheek) 

A crucitix let bless your neek : 

'Tis now full tide *tween night and day ; 

End your groan, and eome away. 

John Webster* 
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OF TIME 

TiMB is the feathered thing, 

And, whilst I praise 

The sparklings of thy looks and eall them rays, 

Takes wing, 

Leaving behind him as he flies 

An unperceiv^d dimness in thine eyes. 

His minutes, whilst they are told, 

Do make us old ; 

And every sand of his fleet glass, 

Inereasing age as it doth pass, 

Insensibly sows wrinkles there 

Where Aowers and roses do appear. 
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Whilst we do speak, our fire 

Doth into iee expire, 

Flames tum to irost ; 

And, ere we ean 

Klnow how our erow tums swan, 

Or how a silver snow 

Springs there where jet did grow, 

Our fading spring is in duU winter lost'l 

Sinee then the Night hath hurled 

Darkness, ]ove's shade, 

Over its enemy, the Day, and made 

The world 

Just sueh a blind and shapeless thing 

As *twas before light did from darkness spring, 

Let us employ its treasure 

And make shade pleasure : 

Let 's number out the hours by blisses, 

And eount the minutes by our kisses ; 

Let the heavens new motions feel 

And by our embraees wheel ; 

And whilst we try the way 

By whieh Love doth convey 

Soul into soul, 

And, mingling, so 

Makes them sueh raptures know 

As makes them entrane^d lie 

In mutual eestasy, 

Let the harmonious spheres in musie roU I 

Jasper Mayne. 
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THE LARK NOW LEAVES 

The lark now leaves his wat'ry nest, 
And, elimbing, shakes his dewy wings. 
He takes this window for the east, 
And to implore your light, he sings : — 
* Awake, awake I the mora will never rise, 
Till she ean dress her beauty at your eyes. * 

The merehant bows unto the seaman's star, 
The ploughman from the sun his season takes ; 
But still tne lover wonders what they are, 
Who look for day before his mistress wakes. 

N 



194 DAYENANT 

Awake, awake ! break thro' your yeils of lawn ! 
Then draw your eurtains, and begin the dawn. 

William Davenant, 
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THE SOLDIER GOING TO THE WARS 

Presbryb thy sighs, unthrifty girl, 

To purify the air ! 
Thy tears to thread, instead of pearl, 

On braeelets of thy hair ! 

The trumpet makes the eeho hoarse, 
And wakes the louder drum ; 

£xpense of grief gains no remorse, 
When sorrow ^ould be dumb. 

For I must go where la£y Peaee 

Will hide her drowsy head, 
And, for the sport of kings, inerease 

The number of the dead. 

But first I'U ehide thy eruel theft ! 

Can I in war delight, 
Who, being of my heart bereit, 

Can have no heart to fight ? 

Thou know'st the saered laws of old 

Ordain'd a thief should pay, 
To quit him of his theft, sevenfold 

What he had stolen away ? 

Tlw payment shall but double be : 

O, then with speed resign 
My own sedue^ heart to me, 

Aeeompanied with thine. 

William Davenant, 

228 
WAKE, ALL THE DEAD 

Wakb, all the dead ! What ho ! what ho ! 
How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low ! 
They mind not poor lovers, who walk above 
On the deeks 01 the world in storms of love. 
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No whisper now nor glanee shall pass 
Through wiekets or through panes of glass, 
For our windows and doors are shut and barred. 
Lie elose in the ehureh, and in the ehurehyard ! 
In every grave make room, make room l 
The world *s at an end, and we eome, we eome ! 

The State is now Love*s foe, Love*s foe : 
'T has seized on his ^rms, his quiver and bow, 
Has pinioned his wings, and fettered his feet, 
Beeause he made way for lovers to meet. 
But, O sad ehanee, his judge was old ! 
Hearts eruel grow, when blood grows eold. 
No man being young his proeess would draw. 
O heavens, that love should be subject to law ! 
Lovers go woo the dead, the dead I 
Lie two in a grave, and to bed, to bed ! 

William DavenanU 
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TO ROSES IN THE BOSOM OF GASTARA 

Yb blushing virgins happy are 
In the ehaste nunn'ry of her breasts, 
For he 'd profane so ehaste a fair, 
Who ere should eall them Gupid's nests. 

Transplanted thns how bright ye grow ! 
How rieh a periume do ye yield ! 
In some elose garden, eowslips so 
Are sweeter than i 'th' open neld. 

In those white eloisters live seeure 
From the rude blasts of wanton breath, 
Eaeh hour more innoeent and pure, 
Till you shall wither into death. 

Then that whieh living gave you room, 
Your glorious sepulehre shall be. 
There wants no marble for a tomb, 
Whose breast hath marble been to me. 

William Habington» 
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Awake, awake ! break thro' your yeils of lawn ! 
Then draw your eurtains, and begin the dawn. 

William Davenant, 
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THE SOLDIER GOING TO THE WARS 

Presbryb thy sighs, unthrilty girl, 

To purify the air ! 
Thy tears to thread, instead of pearl, 

On braeelets of thy hair ! 

The trumpet makes the eeho hoarse, 
And wakes the louder drum ; 

Eimense of grief gains no remorse, 
When sorrow £ould be dumb. 

For I must go where la£y Peaee 

Will hide her drowsy head, 
And, for the sport of kings, inerease 

The number of the dead. 

But first 111 ehide thy eruel theit ! 

Can I in war delight, 
Who, being of my heart bereit, 

Can have no heart to fight ? 

Thou know'st the saered laws of old 

Ordain'd a thief should pay, 
To quit him of his theft, sevenfold 

What he had stolen away ? 

Thy payment shall but double be : 

O, then with speed resign 
My own sedue^ heart to me, 

Aeeompanied with thine. 

WilUam Davenant. 

228 
WAKE, ALL THE DEAD 

Wakb, all the dead ! What ho ! what ho ! 
How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low ! 
They mind not poor lovers, who walk above 
On the deeks of the world in storms of love. 
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No whisper now nor glanee shall pass 
Through wiekets or through panes of glass, 
For our windows and doors are shut and barred. 
Lie elose in the ehureh, and in the ehurehyard ! 
In every grave make room, make room l 
The world *s at an end, and we eome, we eome ! 

The State is now Love's foe, Love's foe : 
*T has seized on his ^rms, his quiver and bow, 
Has pinioned his wings, and fettered his feet, 
Beeause he made way for lovers to meet. 
But, O sad ehanee, his judge was old ! 
Hearts eruel grow, when blood grows eold. 
No man being young his proeess would draw. 
O heavens, that love should be subject to law ! 
Lovers go woo the dead, the dead ! 
Lie two in a grave, and to bed, to bed ! 

William DavenanU 
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TO ROSES IN THE BOSOM OF GASTARA 

Yb blushing virgins happy are 
In the ehaste nunn'ry of her breasts, 
For he 'd profane so ehaste a fair, 
Who ere snould eall them Gupid's nests. 

Transplanted thns how bright ye grow ! 
How rieh a periume do ye yield ! 
In some elose garden, eowslips so 
Are sweeter than i 'th' open neld. 

In those white eloisters live seeure 
From the rude blasts of wanton breath, 
Eaeh hour more innoeent and pure, 
Till you shall wither into death. 

Then that whieh living gave you room, 
Your glorious sepulehre shall be. 
There wants no marble for a tomb, 
Whose breast hath marble been to me. 

William Habington» 
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GO, LOVELY ROSE 

Go, lovely Rose — 
Tell her, that wastes her time and me, 

That now she knows, 
"When I resemble her to thee, 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her, that 's young 
And shuns to have her graees spied, 

That, hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, « 

Thou must have uneommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her eome forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die — ^that she 
The eommon fate of all things rare 

May read in thee : 
How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

Edmund Waller. 

231 
ON A GIRDLE 

That whieh her slender waist ^oniined 
Shall now my jo3^ul temples bind : 
No monareh but would give his erown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my Heaven*s extremest sphere, 
The pale whieh held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love 
Did aU withm this arele move. 

A narrow eompass ! And yet there 
Dwelt all that^s good, and all that *s fair ! 
Give me but what this ribband bound, 
Take aU the rest the Sun goes round. 

Bdmund Waller, 
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THE ART OF LOVE 

HONEST lover whosoever, 
If in all thy love there ever 
Was one wav'ring thought, if thy Aaine 
Were not still ever, still the same : 
Know this, 
Thou lo^'st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If when she appears i' th' room, 
Thou dost not quake, and art struek dumb, 
And in striving this to cover 
Dost not speak thy words twiee over : 
Know this, 
Thou lov'st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If fondly thou dost not mistake, 
And all defects for graees take ; 
Persuad'st thy self that jests are broken, 
When she hath little or nothing spoken : 
Know this, 
Thou lov'st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If when thou appear'st to be within, 
Thou lett'st not men ask and ask again ; 
And when thou answer'st, if it be 
To what was ask'd thee properly : 
Know this, 
Thou lov*st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must b^n again, and love anew. 

If when thy stomaeh ealls to eat, 
Thou eutt'st not iin^ers *stead of meat, 
And with mueh gazing on her face 
Dost not rise hungry from the plaee : 
Know this, 
Thou lov*st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and Iove anew. 
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If by this thou dost discover 
That thou art no perfect lover, 
And desiring to love true, 
Thou dost l^in to love anew : 
Elnow this, 
Thou lov*st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

John Suekling, 



OUT UPON IT! I HAVE LOVED 

OUT upon it I I have loved 

Three whole days together, 
And am like to love three more, 

If it prove fair weather ! 

Time shall moult away his wings, 

Ere he shall discover 
In the whole wide world again 

Sueb a eonstant lover. 

But the spite on 't is, no praise 

Is due at all to me : 
Love with me had made no stays, 

Had it any been but she. 

Had it any been but she, 

And that very face, 
There had been at least e'er this 

A dozen dozen in her plaee ! 

John Sttekling, 
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I PRITHEE, SEND ME BAGK MY HEART 

I PRITHBE, send me baek my heart, 

Sinee I eannot have thine : 
For if from yours you will not part, 

Why then shouldst thou have mine ? 
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Yet now I think on 't— let it lie ! 

To find it were in Tain : 
For thou 'st a thief in either ^e 

Woold steal it baek again. 

Why shoald two hearts in one breast lie, 

And yet not lodge together ? 
O Love, where is thy s^rmpathy, 

If thus our breasts thou 8ever ? 

But love is sueh a mystery 

I eannot find it out ; 
For when I think I 'm best resoWed, 

I then am in most doubt 

Then farewell eare, and farewell woe! 

I will no longer pine : 
For I '11 believe I nave her heart, 

As mueh as she has mine. 

/oAn Suekling, 
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WHEN, DEAREST, I BUT THINK OF THEE 

When, dearest, I but think of thee, 
Methinks all things that lovely be 

Are present, and my soul delip[hted ; 
For beauties that from worth anse 
Are like the graee of deities, 

Still present with us, tho' unsighted. 

Thus, whilst I sit, and sigh the day 
With all his borrow'd lights away, 

Till night's blaek wings do overtake me, 
Thinking on thee, thy beauties then, 
As sudden lights do sleepy men, 

So they by their bright rays awake me. 

Thus absenee dies, and dying proves 
No absenee ean subsist with loves 

That do partake of fair perfection : 
Sinee in the darkest night they may, 
By love*s quick motion, find a way 

To see eaeh other by reflection. 
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The waving sea ean with eaeh ilood 
Bathe some high promont, that has stood 

Far from the main up in the river : 
O, think not then but love ean do 
As mueh, for that 's an oeean too, 

Whieh ilows, not every day but, ever ! 

John Suekling. 
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HYMN ON THE MORNING 0F GHRIST'S 

NATIYITY 

It was the winter wild, 
While the heaven-born ehild 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 
Nature, in awe to him, 
Had dofifed her gaudy trim, 
With her great Master so to sympathise : 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the Sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeehes fair 
She woos the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innoeent snow, 
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinful blame, 
The saintly veil of maiden white to throw ; 
Confounded, that her Maker's eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

But He, her fears to eease, 
Sent down the meek-eyed Peaee : 
She, erowned with olive green, eame softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere, 
His ready harbinger, 
With turtle wing the amorous elouds dividing ; 
And, waving Mride her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a universal peaee through sea and land. 

No war, or battle's sound, 

'Was heard the world around ; 
The idle spear and shield were high uphung ; 

The hook^ ehariot stood 

Unstained with hostile blood ; 
The trumpet spake not to the armed throng ; 
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And kings sat stiU with awiiil eye, 

As if they sarely knew their soynm Lord was by. 

Bat peacefiil was the nigbt 
Wherein the Prinee of Light 
His reign of peaee npon the earth b^an. 
The winds, with wonder whist, 
Smoothly the waters kissed, 
Whispering new ioys to the mild Oeein, 
Who now hath qiiite torgot to raye, 
While birds of ealm sit brooding on the eharm^ wave. 

The stars, with deep amaze, 
Stand fixed in steadfast gaze, 
Bending one way their preeious inAnenee, 
And will not take tneir Aight 
For all the moming light, 
Or Lucifer that orten wamed them thenee ; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. 

And, though the shady Gloom 
Had given Day her room, 
The Sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior Aame 
The new-enlightened world no more should need : 
He saw a greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throne or buming axletree eould bear. 

The shepherds on the lawn, 
Or ere the point of dawn, 
Sat simply ehatting in a nistie row : 
Full little thought they than 
That the mighty Pan 
Was kindly eome to live with them below : 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When sueh musie sweet ' 
Their hearts and ears did greet 
As never was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise, 
As all their souls in blissTul rapture took : 
The air, sueh pleasure loth to lose, 
With thousand eehoes still prolongs eaeh heavenly elose. 
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Nature, that heard sueh sound 
Beneath the hoUow roond 
Of Gynthia's seat the Airy region thrilling, 
Now was almost won 
To think her part was done, 
And that her reign had here its last fiilfilling : 
She knew sueh harmony alone 
Gould hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of eireular light, 
That with long beams the shamefaced Night arrayed ; 
The helm^d Gherubim 
And sworded Seraphim 
Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire, 
With unexpressive notes, to Heaven's new-bom Heir. 

Sueh musie (as 'tis said) 
Before was never made 
But when of old the Sons of Moming sung, 
While the Greator great 
His eonstellations set, 
And the well-balaneed World on hinges hung, 
And east the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltering waves their oozy ehannel keep. 

Ring out, ye oystal spheres ! 
Onee bless our human ears, 
If ye have power to toueh our senses so ; 
^d let your silver ehime 
Move in melodious time ; 
And let the bass of heaven's deep organ blow ; 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up rall eonsort to the angelie symphony. 

For, if sueh holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 
Time will ran baek and fetdi the Age of Gold ; 
And speekled Vanity 
Will sieken soon and die ; 
And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 
And Hell itself will pass away, 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Trath and Justice then 
Will down retum to men, 
Orbed in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 
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Merey wiU sit between, 

Throned in eelestial sheen, 
With radiant feet the tissaed douds down steering ; 
And Heayen, as at some festiyal, 
ynH open wide the gates of her high palaee-hall. 

But wisest Fate says : — No, 
This must not yet be so ; 
The Babe yet lies in smiling in£uicy 
That on the bitter eross 
Must redeem our loss, 
So both himself and us to gloriiy : 
Yet first, to those yehained in ^eep, 
The wakelul trump of doom must thunder through the deep, 

With sueh a horrid dang 
As on Moont Sinai rang, 
While the red fire and smouldering douds outbrake : 
The aged Earth, aghast, 
^th terror of that blast, 
Shall from the surface to the eentre shake, 
When, at the world's last sessi6n, 
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 
But now begins ; for from this happy day 
The Old Dragon under ground, 
In straiter limits bound, 
Not half so far easts his usurp^ sway, 
And, wroth to see his kingdom fail, 
Swinges the sealy horror of his folded tail. 

The Orades are dumb ; 
No Yoiee or hideous hum 
Runs through the areh^ roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 
With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly tranee, or breath^d spell, 
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetie eell. 

The lonely mountains o'er, 

And the resounding shore, 
A Yoiee of weeping heard and loud lament ; 

From haunted spring, and dale 

Edged with pof>lar pale, 
The parting Gemus is with sighing sent ; 
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O, may we soon again renew that song, 

And keep in tune with Heaven, till God ere long 

To His eelestial eonsort us unite, 

To live with Him, and sing in endless mom of light ! 

John Milton. 
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ON TIME 

Fly, envious Time, till thou run out thy raee : 

Call on the lazy leaden-stepping Hours, ^ 

Whose speed is but the heavy plummet's paee : 

And glut thyself with what thy womb devours, 

Whieh is no more than what is £a,lse and vain, 

And merely mortal dross ; 

So little is our loss, 

So little is thy gain ! 

For, when as eaeh thing bad thou hast entombed, 

And, last of all, tby greedy self eonsumed, 

Then long Etemity shall greet our bliss 

With an individual kiss, 

And joy shall overtake us as a flood ; 

When every thing that is sineerely good 

And perfectly divine, 

With Truth, and Peaee, aild Love, shall ever shine 

About the supreme throne 

Of Him, to whose happy-making sight alone 

When onee our heavenly-guided soul shall elimb, 

Then, all this earthly grossness quit, 

Attired with stars we shall for ever sit, 

Triumphing over Death, and Ghanee, and thee, O Time ! 

John Milton, 
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THE SONG 0F GOMUS 

Thb star that bids the shepherd fold 

Now the top of heaven doth hold, 

And the gilded ear of day 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In the steep Atlantie stream, 

And the slope sun his upward beam 

Shoots against the dusky pole, 
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Padng toward the other goal 

Of his ehamber in the east. 

Meanwhile weleome joy and feast, 

Midnight shont and revelry, 

Tipsy danee and jollity ! 

Braid your loeks with rosy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine ! 

Rigour now has gone to bed ; 

And Advice with serupulous head, 

Striet Age, and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws, in slumber lie. 

We, that are of purer fire, 

Imitate the starry quire, 

Who, in their nightly watehiul spheres, 

Lead in swift round the months and yeats. 

The sounds and seas, with all their finny drove, 

Now to the moon in wavering morriee moye ; 

And, on the tawny sands and shelves, 

Trip the pert faeries and the dapper elves. 

By dimpled brook and fountain-brim 

The wood nymphs, deeked with daisies trim, 

Their merry wakes and pastimes keep — 

What hath night to do Mrith sleep ? 

Night hath better sweets to prove : v 

Yenus now wakes, and wakens Love. 

Gome, let us our rites begin 

— *Tis only daylight that makes sin — 

Whieh these dun shades will ne'er report 

Hail, Goddess of noetumal sport, 

Dark-veiled Gotytto, to whom the seeret fiame 

Of midnight torehes bums ! Mysterious dame, 

That ne'er art ealled but when the dragon-womb 

Of Stygian darkness spets her thiekest gloom, 

And makes one blot of all the air, 

Stay thy eloudy ebon ehair, 

Wherein thou ridest with Heeate, and befriend 

Us thy vowed priests, till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out : 

Ere the blabbing eastem seout, 

The niee Mom, on the Indian steep, 

From her eabined loophole peep, 

And to the tell-tale Sun desery 

Our eoneealed solemnity ! 

Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 

In a light fantastic round ! 

Jokn Milton. 
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THE INVOCATION TO SABRINA 

Sabrina fair, 

Listen, where thou art sitting 

Under the glassy, eool, translueent wave, 

In twisted braid of lilies knitting 

The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair ! 

Listen for dear honour's sake, 

Goddess of the silver lake, 

Listen, and save ! 

Listen and appear to us, 

In name of great Oeeanus ; 

By the earth-shaking Neptune's maee, 

And Tethys' grave majestic paee ; 

By hoary Nereus' wrinkled look, 

And the Garpathian wizard's hook ; 

By sealy Triton's winding shell, 

And old soothsaying Glaueus' spell ; 

By Leucothea*s lovely hands, 

And her son that rules the strands ; 

By Thetis' tinsel-slippered feet, 

And the songs of Sirens sweet ; 

By dead Parthenope's dear tomb, 

Aiid fair Ligeia's golden eomb, 

Wherewith she sits on diamond-roeks, 

Sleeking her soft alluring loeks ; 

By all the nymphs that nightly danee 

Upon thy streams with wily glanee : 

Rise, rise, and heave thy rosy head 

From thy coral-paven bed, 

And bridle in thy headlong wave, 

Till thou our summons answered have ! 

Listen, and save ! 

John Milton, 
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THE SPIRIT EPILOGUISES 

To the oeean now I fly, 
And those happy elimes that lie 
Where day never shuts his eye, 
Up in the broad fields of th^ sky ! 



I 



4 
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There I suek the liqaid air, 

All amidst the gardens fair 

Of Hesperus, and his daughters three 

That sing about the golden tree. 

Along the erisp^ shades and bowers 

Revels the spruee and jocund Spring ; 

The Graees, and the rosy-bosomed Hours, 

Thither all their bounties bring. 

There etemal summer dwells, 

And west-winds with musky wing 

About the eedam alleys Aii^ 

Nard and cassia*s balmy smells. 

Iris there with humid bow 

Waters the odorous banks, that blow 

Flowers of more mingled hue 

Than her purAed seaH' ean show, 

And drenehes with Elysian dew 

— List, mortals, if your ears bc true ! — 

Beds of hyaeinth and roses, 

Where young Adonis oft reposes, 

Waxing well of his deep wound, 

In slumber soft ; and on the ground 

Sadly sits the Assyrian queen. 

But far above, in spangled sheen, 

Gelestial Gupid her famed son advanced 

Holds his dear Psyehe, sweet entraneed 

After her wandering labours long, ^ 

Till free eonsent the gods among 

Makes her his etemal bride ; 

And from her fair unspotted side 

Two blissful twins are to be bom, 

Youth and Joy — so Jove hath swom ! 

But now my task is smoothly done : 

I ean fly or I ean ran 

Quickly to the green earth's end, 

Whsre the bowed welkin slow doth bend, 

And from thenee ean soar as soon 

To the eorners of the moon. 

John Miltm. 
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LYGIDAS 

Yet onee more, O ye laurels, and onee more, 
Ye m^rrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 

O 
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I eome to pluek your berries harsh and erude, 
And with loreed fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year ! 
Bitter eonstraint and sad oeeasion dear 
Gompels me to disturb your season due ; 
For Lyddas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lyddas, and hath not left his peer ! 
Who would not sing for Lyddas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the pardung wind, 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin, then, Sisters of the saered well 
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring ; 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string. 
Henee with denial vain and eoy excuse : 
So may some gentle Muse 
With lueky words £Eivour my destined um, 
And, as he passes, tum 
And bid &dr peaee be to my sable shroud ! 

For we were nursed upon the self-same hill, 
Fed the same flock, by iountain, shade, and rill ; 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyeUds of the Mora, 
We drove a-Aeld, and both together heard 
What time the grey-fly winds ner sultry hom, 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night, 
Oft till the star that rose at evening bright 
Toward heaven's deseent had sloped his westering wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute : 
Tempered to the oaten flute, 
Rough Satyrs daneed, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long ; 
And old iSuneetas loved to hear our song. 

But, O 1 the heavy ehange, now thou art gone, 
Now itiou art gone and never must return ! 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves, 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrown, 
And all their eehoes, mourn. 
The willows, and the hazel eopses green, 
Shall now no more be seen 
Fanning their ioyous leaves to thy soft lays. 
As killmg as the eanker to the rose, 
Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 



MILTON 211 

Or frost to Aowers, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When first the white-thom blows : 
Sueh, Lyddas, thy loss to shepherd's ear. 

Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep 
eiosed o'er the head of your loved Lyddas ? 
For neither were ye pla^dng on the steep 
Where your old luirds, ihe ^Eunous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the sha^y top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream. 
Ay me ! I fondly dream 

* Had ye been there ' . , . . for what eould that have done ? 
What eould the Muse herself that Orpheus bore, 
The Muse herself, for her enehanting son, 
Whom universal nature did lament, 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His gory visage down the stream was sent, 
Down the swSt Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ? 

Alas ! what boots it with ineessant eare 
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd's trade, 
And strietly meditate the thankless Muse ? 
Were it not better done, as others use, 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 
Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair ? 
Fame is the spur that the dear spirit doth raise 
(That last innrmity of noble mind) 
To seom delights and live laborious days ; 
But, the fciir guerdon when we hope to find, 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 
Gomes the blind Fury with the abhorr^ shears, 
And slits the thin-spun life. * But not the praise,' 
Phoebus replied, and touehed my tremblin^ ears : 
' Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 
Nor in the glistering foil 
Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies, 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove ; 
As he pronounees lastly on eaeh deed, 
Of so mudi iame in heaven expect thy meed.' 

O f()untain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood, 
Smooth-sliding Mineius, erowned with vocal reeds, 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood. 
But now my oat proeeeds, 
And listens to the Herald of the Sea, 
That eame in Neptune's plea. 
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He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds, 

What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain ? 

And Guestioned every gust of rugged wings 

That blows from off es^ beak^dpromontory. 

They knew not of his story ; 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings, 

That not a btast was £rom his dun^eon strayed : 

The air was eaUn, and on the leveT brine 

Sleek Panope wi^ all her sisters played. 

It was that hital and perfidious burk, 

Built in the eelipse and rigged with eurses dark, 

That sunk so low that saered head of thine. 

Next, Gamus, reverend sire, went footing slow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on me edge 
Like to that sanguine Aower inseribed with woe. 
* Ah ! who hath reft/ ouoth he, * my dearest pledge ? ' 
Last eame, and last did go, 
The Pilot of the Galilean Lake ; 
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain 
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain). 
He shook his mitred loeks, and stern bespake : — 
' How well eould I have spared for thee, young swain, 
Enow of sudi as, for their oellies' sake, 
Greep, and intrude, and elimb into the fold ! 
Of omer eare they little reekoning make 
Than how to seramble at the shearers' feast, 
And shove away the worthy bidden guest. 
Blind mouths ! that searee themselves know how to hold 
A sheep-hook, or have leamt aught else the least 
That to the &ithful herdman's art belongs ! 
"\Miat reeks it them ? What need they ? They are sped ; 
And, when they list, their lean and flashv songs 
Grate on their serannel pipes of wretehed straw ; 
The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, 
But, swom with wind and the rank mist they draw, 
Rot inwardly, and foul eontagion spread ; 
Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apaee, and nothing said. 
But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite onee, and smite no more.' 

Retum, Alpheus ; the dread voice is past 
That shnmk tny streams ! Retum, Sieilian Muse, 
And esdl the vales, and bid them luther east 
Their bells and Aowerets of a thousand hues ! 
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Ye vBlleys low, where the mild whispers use 

Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushine brooks, 

On whose fresh lap the swart star spardy looks, 

Throw hither all your quaint enamelled e^res, 

That on the green turf suek the hone^red showers, 

And purple all the ground with vemal Aowers. 

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies, • 

Tlie tufted orow-toe, and pale jessamine, 

The white pink, and the pansy fireaked with jet, 

The glowing violet, 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine, 

With eowslips wan that hang the pensive head, 

And every nower that sad embroidery wears ; 

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed, 

And daffiu]illies fill their eups with tears, 

To strew the laureate hearse where Lydd lies. 

For so, to interpose a little ease, 

Let our frail thoughts dally with ialse surmise, 

Ay me 1 whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 

Wash &r away, where'er thy bones are hurled : 

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 

'^sit'st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 

Sleep'st by the foble of Bellerus old, 

Where the great Yision of the guarded mount 

Looks toward Namaneos and Bayona's hold. 

Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth : 

And, O ye dolphins, wait the hapless youth ! 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more, 
For Lyeidas, your sorrow, is not dead, 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor ! 
So sinks the day-star in the oeean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And trieks his beams, and witn new-spangled ore 
FIames in the forehead of the morning sky ; 
So Lyeidas sunk low, but mounted high, 
Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves, 
Where, other groves and other streams along, 
With neetar pure his oozy loeks he laves, 
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song, 
In the ble<%t kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the Saints above, 
In solemn troops, and sweet soeieties, 
That sing, and singing in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
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Now, Lyddas, the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore, 
In thy large reeompense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous Aoe^. 

Thus sang the uneouth swain to the oaks and rills^ 
While the still morn went out with sandals grey : 
He touehed the tender stops ofvarious quills^ 
With eager thought warbling his Dorie lay : 
And now the sun had stretehed out all the hillsy 
And now was dropt into the westem bay, 
At last he rose^ and twitehed his mantle blue : 
To-morrow tofresh woods, and pastures new. 

John Milton, 
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SWEET ECHO 

SwEET £cho, sweetest Nymph, that liv*8t unseen 

Within thy airy shell 

By slow Meander's margent green, 

And in the violet-embroidered vale 

Where the love-lom Nightingale 

Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well : 

Ganst thou not tell me of a gentle pair 

That likest thy Nareissus are ? 

O, if thou have 

Hid them in some Aowery cave, 

Tell me but where, 

Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere I 

So may'st thou be translated to the skies, 

And give resounding graee to all Heaven's harmonies ! 

John Milton, 
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OUT 0F ADYERSITY 

O, HOW eomely it is, and how reviving 
To the spirits of just men long oppressed, 
When God into the hands of their deliverer 
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Puts invincible might 

To queU the mighty of the earth, the oppressor, 

The brute and lx>isterous force of violent men, 

Hardy and industrious to support 

Tvrannic power, but raging to pursue 

The righteous and all sueh as honour tmth ! 

He all their ammunition 

And feats of war defeats, 

With plain heroie magnitude of mind 

And eelestial vigour armed ; 

Their armouries and magannes eontemns, 

Renders them useless, while 

With winged expedition 

Swift as the lightning glanee he executes 

His errand on the wieked, who, surprised, 

Lose their defence, distraeted and amazed. 

John Milton, 
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BID ME NOT GO 

BiD me not go where neither suns nor showers 

Do make or eherish Aowers ; 

Where diseontented things in sadness lie, 

And Nature grieves as 1 1 

When I am parted from those eyes, 

From whieh my better day doth rise, 

Though some propitious power 

Should plant me in a bower, 

Where amongst happy lovers I might see 

How showers and sunbeams bring 

One everlasting spring, 

Nor would those faU, nor these shine forth to me. 

Nature herself to him is lost, 

Who loseth her he honours most ! 

Then, fairest, to my parting view display 

Your graees all in one full day, 

Whose blessed shapes I '11 snateh and keep, tiU when 

I do retum and view again : 

So by this art fancy shall fortune eross, 

And lovers live by thinking on their loss ! 

William Cartwright, 
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THE GARELESS GALLANT 

Let us sing and be merry, danee, joke, and rejoice, 
With elaret and sherry, theorbo and voice ! 
The ehangeable world to our joy is unjust, 

All treasure 's uneertain, 

Then down with your dust : 
In irolieks dispose your pounds, shillings, and penee, 
For we shall be nothing a hundred years henee. 

We *11 sport and be free, wilh Frank, Betty, and DoUy, 
Have lobsters and oysters to eure melaneholy : 
Fish-dinners will make a man spring like a flea, 

Dame Venus, love*s lady, 

Was born of the sea : 
With her and with Baeehus we 11 tiekle the sense, 
For we shall be past it a hundred years henee. 

Your most beautiiul bit, who hath all eyes upon her, 

That her honesty sells for a hogo of honour, 

Whose lightness and brightness doth east sueh a splendeur 

That none but the stars 

Are thought fit to attend her, 
Though now she seems pleasant and sweet to the sense, 
Will be damnable mouldy a hundred years henee. 

Then why should we turmoil in eares and in fears, 

And tum our tranquillity to sighs and tears ? 

Let 's eat, drink, and play, ere the worms do eorrupt us, 

For I say, that Post mortem 

Nulla voluptas l 
Let 's deal with our damsels, that we may from thenee 
Have broods to sueeeed us a himdred years henee ! 

Thomas /ordan, 
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MY DEAR AND ONLY LOVE 

My dear and only love, I pray 

That little world of thee 
Be govemed by no other sway 

But purest monarehy ; 
For if confusion have a part, 

Whieh virtuous souls abhor, 
And hold a synod in thy heart, 

I '11 never love thee more. 
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Like Alesander I will reign, 

And I will reign alone : 
My thonghts did eTennore disdain 

A riraroii my throoe. 
He either fears his fiite too mneh, 

Or his deserts are smmll, 
Who dares not pot it to the toodi, 

To gain or lose it alL 

Bot, if thoa wilt prove faithfiil then 

And eonstant of thy word, 
1 11 make thee glorioos by my pen, 

And funoiis by my sword ; 
1 11 serre thee in sudi noUe ways 

Was neyer heard before ; 
1 11 erown and deek thee all with bays, 

And love thee more and more. 

lama GraMam, Marfmis tf Mtmime, 
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r 

ON A PRAYER-BOOK SENT TO M R S. M. R. 

Lo, here a little Yolome, bot great book ! 

A nest of new-bom sweets, 

Whose native pages, dlsdaining 

To be thos foIaed and eomplaining 

Of these ignoble sheets, 

Afiect more eomely bands, 

Fair one» from thy kind hands, 

And confidently look 

To find the rest 

Of a rieh iHnding in yonr breast ! 

It is in one ehoiee handlol, Heaven ; and all 
Heaven's royal hosts encamp*d, thos small 
To proTe that troe sehools ose to tell, 
A thoosand angels in one point ean dwelL 

It is loye's great artilleryy 

Whieh here eontraets itselfy and eomes to lie 

Oose cooch*d in their white bosom ; and from thenee, 

As from a snowy fortress of de^enee, 

Against their ghostly foe to tidee their part, 

And fortify the hold of yonr ehaste heart. 
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It is an annoury of light ; 

Let eonstant use but keep it bright, 

You '11 find it yields 

To holy hands.and humble hearts 

More swords and shields 

Than sin hath snares, or hell hath darts. 

Only be sure 

The hands be pure 

Thathold these weapons, and the eyes 

Those of turtles, ehaste, and true, 

Wakeful, and wise, 

Here 's a friend shall fight for you. 

Hold but this book before your heart, 

Let Prayer alone to play his part ! 

But, O ! the heart 

That studies this high art 

Must be a sure housekeeper, 

And yet no sleeper. 

Dear soul, be strong, 

Merey will eome ere long, 

And bring her bosom full of blessings, 

Flo>wrers of never-fading graees 

To make imn^ortal dressings 

For worthy souls, whose wise embraees 

Store up themselves for Him who is alone 

The spouse of virgins, and the Virgin*s Son ! 

But if the noble bridegroom when He eomes 

Shall find the wand'ring heart from home, 

Leaving her ehaste abode 

To gad abroad, 

Amongst the gay mates of the God of Flies 

To take her pleasure, and to play 

And keep the Devil*s holy day ; 

To danee in the sunshine of some smiling, 

But beguiling 

Spheres of sweet and sugar'd lies, 
Some slippery pair 
Of false, perhaps, as fair, 
Flattering but forswearing eyes : 

Doubtless some other heart 

Will get the start 

Meanwhile, and, stepping in before, 

Will take possession of that saered store 
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Wonis «kudi aie lee beaid vLt:i 
Tbese t.nti i Tnons seeps a< =ciae ; 

■2ispeis. vtaase sell ^ke 
seni Sieii auee Sieeks eh&n heus ; 



Amoeoss tmgaT^BweptSn traiipogs tnneess 

Sigii3 whieii are «ot seen wirs eyes ; 

Sptnraai and soiL-pieremg g'aneeSy 

Wnose pere aod se'ode h^hining £es 

Hoene co tbe beart, and sets tke boose oo &re, 

And melts it down in sweet desire, 

Yet does do( stay 

To ask the windows kaTe to poss that way : 

DeHdons deaths, soft rrhalations 
Of sonl ; dear aiul di^ine annihilatiODS ; 
A thoosand nnknown rites 
Of jo7s, and rari6ed deiights ; 

A himdred thonsand goods, glories, and graees, 

And many a mystie thing, 

Whieh thie divine embraees 

Of the dear Spoose of Spirits with them will bring, 

For whieh it is no shame 

That doll mortality mnst not know a name : 

Of all thisstore 

Of blessings, and ten thoosand more, 

If when He eome 

He find the heart from home, 

Doubtless He will unload 

Himself some otherwhere, 

And pour abroad 

His preeious sweets, 

On the fair soul whom iirst he meets. 

O fair ! O fortunate ! O rieh ! O dear ! 

O happy, and thriee happy she, 

Dear silver-breasted dove 

Whoe*er she be, 

Whose earlv love, 

With winged vows, 

Makes haste to meet her morning spoute, 

And elose with his immortal kisses 1 

Happy, indeed, who never misset 
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To improve that preeious hour, 

And cvery day 

Seise her sweet prey, 

All iresh and fra^rant as he rises, 

Dropping with a balmy shower, 

A delieiotts dew of spiees ! 

O, let the blessful heart hold fast 

Her heavenly armful, she shall taste 

At onee ten thousand paradises ! 

She shall have power 

To rifle and denower 

The rieh and roseal spring of those rare sweets, 

Whieh with a swelling bosom there she meets, 

Boundless and infinite, bottomless treasures 

Of pure inebriating pleasures ! 

Happy proof she shall discover, 

What joy, what bliss, 

How many heavens at onee it is, 

To have a God beeome her lover ! 

Riehard Crashaw, 
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ON THE GLORIOUS ASSUMPTION 0F THE 

BLESSED YIRGIN 

Hark ! she is eall'd, the parting hour is eome ; 

Take thy tiEurewell, poor world, Heaven must go home. 

A pieee of heavenly light, purer and brighter 

Th)Ein the ehaste stars, whose ehoiee lamps eome to light her, 

While through the erystal orbs, elearer than they, 

She elimbs, and makes a far more milky way. 

She 's eall'd again ; hark ! how th' immortal Dove 

Sighs to his sinrer mate : — * Rise up, my love, 

Rise up, my fair, my spotless one ! 

The wmter 's past, the rain is gone : 

The spring is eome, the Aowers appear, 

No sweets, sinee thou are wanting here. 

Come away, my love ; 

Come away, my dove ; 

Gast oiT delay : 

The eourt of heav'n is eome, 

To wait upon thee home ; 

Gome away, eome away ! ' 
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Sbe*^ oIlM ^pdu »1 «a ^ $o? 

Wbea HcKv'iK baii eoBe^ «^ cu »> o^^ v^ 

Hesr'it esHs ka« uod sbe a»2:$t ji«&y : 

Hevr*m «iH aoe. jai si^e euuot st3iT. 

Go tkeB» sov sh' M y i m^ oa tiie fc«den «in^ 

OCtke be^ot }<Q«tk ot tKines» iW $ir^ 

Uoder so sweet a banies : $vx 

Siaee thr gfeac Soft «iU bAve tt :$» : 

And «lide tko« fo st« onr :^>o^ auDid «e 

W2U is ve Btt^, leaeh alrbMr taMe ^- - 

* Hail ! holy (|«eem of Iwunbie beam^ 

We M ihf pEuse wiU kave ow patts : 

And thoa^ tky deuest looks mitst kk^w N^ li^ht 

To Boae bot the blest heft«<eiis« who$c hri^hi 

Bdioldeis, lost in sweel deli^ht» 

Feed Ibr e^et their fiur si^ht 

With tbose dhrinest eyes^ whieh we 

And ovr dark world no mote shid) $«.-<> ; 

Thoogh oor poor joys are parted so, 

Yet shall our lips never let ||o 

Thy gradoits name, but to the last 

Our loTing song shall hold it fast. 

Thy saered luune shall be 

ThyselT to us, and we 

With holy eares ¥riU keep it by u^ : 

We to the last 

WiU hold it iast, 

And no assumption shaU deny iiH. 

AU sweetest showers 

Or^Eurest Aowers 

We 'U strew upon it : 

Though our sweetness eannot mako 

It sweeter, they may take 

ThemseWes new sweetness from it. 

Maria, men and angels tingi 
Maria, mother of our King. 
Live, rarest prineets, and may the l)ri|{hl 
Grown of a mott ineomparable nght 
Embraee thy radiant browi I O. may tha lu^tit 
Of everlasting jovi bnthe thy whlto broAMt I 
Live our ehaste fove, the holy mirth 
Of heaven, and humble pride of oarth t 
Live erown of womeni queon of mon t 
Live mittrei t of our tong i and whon 
Our weak detiret have dono tholr hoNt, 
Sweet angelt eomo, and »lng tho rot»t t * 
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ON THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME 

I siNG the name whieh none ean say 

But touch*d with an interior ray ; 

The name of our new peaee ; our good : 

Our bliss, and supematural blood : 

The name of all our lives and loves. 

Hearken, and help, ye holy doves ! 

The high-bom brood of day ; you bright 

Candi(&tes of blissful light, 

The heirs eleet of love ; whose names belong 

Unto the everlasting life of song ; 

All ye wise souls, who in the wealthy breast 

Of this unbounded name build your warm nest. 

Awake, my glory, Soul, if sueh thou be, 

And that fair word at all refer to thee, 

Awake and sing, 

And be all wing ; 

Bring hither thy whole self ; and let me see 

What of thy parent heav*n yet speaks in thee ! 

O, thou art poor 

Of noble pow*rs, I see, 

And full of nothing else but empty me ; 

Narrow, and low, and infinitely less 

Than this great moming's mighty business ! 

One little world or two, 

Alas 1 will never do ; 

We must have store. 

Go, Soul, out of thyself, and seek for more ; 

Go and request 

Great Nature for the key of her huge ehest 

Of Heav'ns, the self-involving set of spheres, 

WTiieh dull mortality more feels than hears ; 

Then rouse the nest 

Of nimble art, and traverse round 

The airy shop of soul-appeasing sound : 

And beat a summons in the same . 

All-sovereign name, 

To wam eaeh several kind 

And shape of sweetness — be they sueh 

As sigh with supple wind 

Or answer artlul toueh — 

That they convene and eome away 
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To wut at tbe love<iowii^ doois of that 

HhtstikNis d&y. 

Slydlweduetfais,mySoal? We*U do^, and brins 

No otba note for *t, but the Name we sing. 

Wake, hite and harp» 

And ereiy sweet-lipp'd thing 

That talks with taneftil string ; 

Stait into lifc, and leap with me 

Into a hasty fit>timed hannony. 

Nor must you think it mneh 

T* obey my bolder toueh ; 

I have anthority in Love*s name to take y\^w 

And to the work of love this moming wake you. 

Wake, in the name 

Of llim who never sleeps, all things that nre ; 

Or what's the same, 

Are musieal; 

Answer my eall 

And eome along ; 

Help me to meditate mine immortal song ! 

Gome, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth» 

Bring all your household'StuAT of heav*n un earth : 

O you, my Soul's most eertain wings, 

Complainmg pipes, and prattling strings, 

Bring all the store 

Of sweets you have, and murmur that you havc no more. 

Come, ne'er to part, 

Nature and art ! 

Come, and eome strong, 

To the eonspiraey of our spaeious song. 

Bring all the pow*rs of praise 

Your provinces of well-united worlds ean raise ; 

Bring all your lutes and harps of heav'n and earth ; 

Whate'er co-operates to the eommon mirth ; 

Yessels of vocal joys, 

Or you, more noble arehiteets of intelleetual noiHe, 

e^mabals of heav'n, or human spheres, 

Solieitors of souls or ears ; 

And when you are eome, with all 

That you ean bring, or we ean eall, 

O, may you fix 

For ever here, and mix 

Yourselves into the long 

And everlasting series of a deathlest song ! 

Mix all your many worlds above, 

And loose them into one of love ! 

Oheer thee, my heart 1 
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For thou, too, hast thy part 

And plaee in the great throng 

Of this iinboundea, all-embraeing song. 

Pow'rs of my soul, bc proud ! 

And speak loud 

To all the dear-bought nations this redeeming name ; 

And in the wealth of one rieh word proelaim 

New smiles to nature. 

May it be no Mrrong, 

Blest Heav'ns, to you, and your superior song, 

That we dark sons of dust and sorrow 

Awhile dare borrow 

The name of your delights, and our desires, 

And fit it to so far inferior l^nres ! 

Our murmurs have their musie, too, 

Ye mighty orbs, as well as you, 

Nor yields the noblest nest 

Of warbling seraphim to the ears of love, 

A ehoieer lesson than the jo)rful breast 

Of a poor panting turtle-dove ; 

And we, low worms, have leave to do 

The same^ bright business, ye third Heav'ns, with you. 

Gentle spirits, do not eomplain, 

We will have eare 

To keep it fair, 

And send it baek to you again. 

Come, lovely name ! appear from forth the bright 

R^ons of peaceful light ; 

Look from Thine own illustrious home, 

Fair king of names, and eome : 

Leave all thy native glories in their gorgeous nest, 

And give th^rsel^ awhile the gradous guest 

Of humble souls, that seek to find 

The hidden sweets 

Whieh man's heart meets 

When Thou art master of the mind. 

Gome, lovely name ! life of our hope ! 

Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope ! 

Unloek thy eabinet of day, 

Dearest sweet, and eome away. 

Lo, how the thirsty lands 

Gasp for thy golden showers with long-streteh'd hands ! 

Lo, how the mbouring earth^ 

That hopes to be 

All heaven by thee, 

Leaps at thy birth ! 

Th' attending world, to wait thy rise. 







Lo» iOmek aLc& it eooMS ! It 

Tlie antet af adonng spiol^ Asl thtOBg» 

L&e ^xgeBC bees «ni s;v>n &b(NtC k. 

Aad kaoir wbal sweets ave sa^M €iro«i o«l it l 

It B dfec hrre 

By^ vUcli tber tiiii^e> 

Whoe aH tliar hottd Qf booey Ims. 

Lo» wheie it eomes, upoei tbe snowy dove^ 

Soft bttek, «Dd briDes a bosom big with k>vea } 

Wekone to oor dark worid, thou womb of day ) 

Unlbld thy fiur eooeeptioiis, and di^by 

Tbe biith of oor bright joys. 

O thoa eompaeted 

Bo^ of blessings ! spirit of sooU extf«cted ) 

O, dussipate thy spiey pow*rs, 

Ooud of eondensed sweets, and bieak upon us 

In balmy show'rs ! 

O, fill our senses, and t«ke firom us 

All force of so protoe a ^laey 

To think aught sweet but that whioh imeUa of thee i 

Fair, flow*ry name, in none but thee 

And thy neetareal Iragraney 

Hourly there meeti 

An universal synod of all ■woets i 

By whom it ii deiinM thus 

Tnat no periume 

For ever thall preaume 

To pass for odoriferoui» 

But sueh alone whose laered pedigreo 

Can prove itielf lome kin, iweet namef to tb00 ( 

Sweet name, in thy eaeh lyllabte 

P 
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A thousand blest Arabias dwell : 

A thousand hills of trankineense, 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spiees, 

And ten thousand paradises, 

The soul Ihat tastes thee takes from thenee. 

How many unknown worlds there are 

Of comforts, whieh thou hast in keeping ! 

How many thousand mereies there 

In Pity's soft lap lie a-sleeping ! 

Happy he who has the art 

To awake them, 

And to take Lhem 

Home, and lodge them in his heart ! 

O, that it were as it was wont to be, 

When thy old friends of fire, all full of thee, 

Fought against frowns with smiles ; gave glorious ehase 

To perseeutions ; and against the face 

Of death and fiercest dangers durst, with brave 

And sober paee, mareh on to meet a grave ! 

On their bold breasts about the world they bore thee, 

And to Lhe teeth of hell stood up to teaeh thee ; 

In eentre of their inmost souls they wore thee, 

Where raeks and torments strived in vain to reaeh thee. 

Little, alas ! thought they 

Who tore the fair breasts of thy friends, 

Their fury but made way 

For thee, and served them in thy glorious ends. 

What did their weapons, but with wider pores 

Enlarge thy Aaming-breasted lovers, 

More freely to transpire 

That impatient fire, 

The heart that hides thee hardly covers ! 

What did their weapons, but set wide the doors 

For thee : feir purple doors, of Love*s devising, 

The ruby windows whieh enrieh'd the east 

Of thy so oft-repeated rising ! 

Eaeh wound of theirs was Siy new moming, 

And re-enthroned thee in thy rosy nest, 

With blush of thine own bloiod thy day adoming ! 

It was the wit of love o'erAow'd the biounds 

Of wrath, and made the way through all these wounds. 

Weleome, dear, all-adorM name, 

For sure there is no knee J 

That knows not thee ! f 

Or, if there be sueh sons of shame, 

Alas ! what will they do 

When stubbom roeks shall bowy 
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And hills hang down their heayn-salodng heads 

To seek for humble beds 

Of dnst, where, in the bashiul shades of night, 

Nezt to their own low nothmg they may lie, 

And eooeh before the da/rling light of thy dread Majesty ! 

They that by Love*s mild dietate now 

\^^not adore thee, 

Shall then, with jiist amfiisi(Mi, bow 

And break before thee. 

Riekard Crashaw, 
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TO LUGASTA GOING BEYOND THE SEAS 

If to be absent were to be 

Away from thee ; 

Or that when I am gone, 

You or I were alone ; 

Then, my Lueasta, might I crave 

Pity from blusf ring wind or swaUowing wave. 

But 1 11 not sigh one blast or gale 

To swell my sail, 

Or pay a tear to suage 

The foaming blue-|[«l's rage ; 

For, whether he will let me pass 

Or no, I 'm still as happy as I was. 

Though seas and land betwixt us both, 

Our mith and troth, 

Like separated souls, 

All time and spaee eontrols. 

Above the hignest sphere we meet, 

Unseen, unknown, and greet as angels greet. 

So then we do antidpate 

Our after-&te, 

And are alive i' th' skies, 

If thus our lips and eyes 

Can speak like spirits unconfined 

In heaven, their earthy bodies left behind. 

Riehard Loi'elaee. 
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TO LUCASTA GOINC TO THE WARS 

Tbll me not, aweet, I am unkiiid, 

Thttt ftom the nuiaiOT 
Of thy thaste bieast and qiiieC mind 

To war and arms I Oie. 

True, a new mistress now I ehase, 

The first fbe in the field, 
And with a stionger faith embiaee 

A sword, a hoiEe, a shield. 

Yet this ineonstaney is sneb 

As 70U, too, sliaU adore : 
I eould not lOTe thee, dear, so mueh, 

Loved I not honoui moie. 

RieAard Lmiilaa. 



ALTHEA FROM PRISON 

When Love mth tineonBoid wings 

Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea biings 

To whisper at the grates ; 
When I lie tangled in her hair, 

And fettered to her eye, 
The gods Ihat wanton in the air 

Know no sueh liberty. 



Witho. , „ _ 
Oni eaieless hoids with loies bound, 
Our heaits with ioyal Bunes ; 

When Ihirsty grief io wine we ateep. 



he sweetness, meiey, ma]est 
And glories of my King ; 



ZWZ^TY 




AWAiLS, AWAKl^ XT LTKS 



Aad 1 9o kMrhr be, 

Tell faec, sndi ilili e ieiii nates Milae al! tby 



TboBBelwes wiik a:v6il nr 
Akmd af moneraBS treHkb&^ 
How aB diy Ibroes try ; 
ISow aH thy diaiBS «pblj ; 
Seven^ i^iGD ber etr die 



Weak I^ I ykf virtne 

Isudessbere, smoe thoa ait ODly fcnnd 

To eme, bot not to wouDd, 

And slie to womid, bat DOt to euie ! 

Too weak too wih thoa prove 

My pasaoii to lei oi e : 

ac to other ills» thoa 'it nouisliineiit to loTe. 



Sleep, sleep agun, ny Lyre ! 

For thoo eanst iiever tdl my homUe tale 

In soonds that will pievail, 

Nor gentk tlioa^ts io ker inspire ; 
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All thy vain mirth lay by ; 

Bid thy strings silent lie ; 

Sleep, sleep again, my Lyre, and let thy master die. 

Abraham Cowley 
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A MOCK SONG 

'Tis true, I never was in love : 

But now I mean to be, 
For there 's no art ean shield a heart 

From love*s supremaey. 

Though in my nonage I have seen 

A world of taking faces, 
I had not age or wit to ken 

Their several hidden graees. 

Those virtues whieh, though thinly set, 

In others are admired, 
In thee are alte^ether met, 

Whieh make thee so desired 

That, though I never was in love, 

Nor never meant to be, 
Thyself and parts above my arts 

Have drawn my heart to thee. 

Alexander Brome. 
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BERMUDAS 

Where the remote Bermudas ride 
In the Oeear^s hosom unespied^ 
From a small boat that rowed along 
The listening winds received this song: — 
* What should we do but sing his praise 
That led us through the watery maze, 
Where he the huge sea-monsters wraeks 
That Uft the deep upon their baeks, 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 
And yet far kinder than our own ? 



?-ccaua Ee n 



!FitAjiBla^ail 



Thb ibmid yoath ihai wnMkl ik>itiMi 
HbsI dow ktsake his Mum» <,lrui, 

Nor in tbe shadow* ^it); 

His nnmbm tanEiii^hiii^. 

Tis tiine to leav« Ihe Iwnki )ii ilutli 
And oil the unusM armimi'ii ii»i, 

RemoyiDg froni Ihe woll 

Th« eoiaelet ot llie hnll, 
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So restless CromweU eould not eease 
In the ingloripus arts of peaee, 

But through adventurous war 

Urg^ his «ctive star ; 

And, like the three-forked lightning, first 
Brealdng the elouds where it was nurst, 

Did thorough his own side 

His fiery way divide : 

For 'tis all one to eourage high, 
The emulous or enemy, 

And with sueh to inelose 

Is more than to oppose I 

Then buming through the air he weot, 

And palaees and temples rent ; 
And Gsesar's head at last 
Did through his laurels blast. 

'Tis madness to resist or blame 
The face of angry Heaven*s flame ; 

And if we would speak true, 

Mueh to the man is dne, 

Who irom his private gardens, where 
He lived reserv^d and austere, 

As if his highest plot 

To plant the bergamot, 

Gould by industrious valour elimb 
To ruin the great work of Time, 

And east the kingdoms old 

Into another mo^d. 

Though Justice against Fate eomplain, 
And piead the andent rights in vain 
(But those do hold or break, 
As men are strong or weak), 

Nature, that hated emptiness, 

Allows of penetration less, 

And thef efore must make room 
Where greater spirits eome. 

What field of all the civil war, 
Where his were not the deepest sear ? 



liARVELL tx^ 




bope, 
He «ove m Mt af skIi m soope 



To O a i s Uook^ nunyw otse, 

That theDoe die ra^ aetnr boRie 
The tragie scmSM mig^t adoni : 
WhOe roimd tbe «niiM buKils 
Did di^ thdr bloody hands. 

He nothing oommon did or meui 
Upon that memorable seene, 

Bot with his kemer eye 

The aze*s edge did try ; 

Nor ealled the gods with Tulgar spite 
To Yindieate his hdpless ri^^t, 

Bnt bowed his comelv nead 

Down, as npon a bto. 

This was that memorable hour 
Whieh first assured the fbrcM power : 

So, when they did design 

The eapitol's first line, 

A bleeding head, where they begun, 
Did firight the arehiteets to run ; 

And yet in that the State 

Poresaw its happy fate I 

And now the Irish are ashmmed 
To see themselves in one year ttmed ; 
So mueh one man ean do 
That doth both aet and know : 

They ean affirm his praises best, 

And have, though overcome, eonlieised 

How good he is, how just, 

And m for hig^iest trusl. 

Nor yet grows stlAer with eommand, 
Bot stin m the Repobtie't hand 
(How fit be ii to f w^, 
That eaa so weO obey l)f 
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He to the G>mmons' feet presents 
A kingdom for his first year's rents, 

^d (what he may) forbears 

His fame to make it theirs, 

And has his sword and spoils migirt 
To lay them at the publie's skirt. 

So when the fiaIcon hi£;h 

Falls heavy from the sky, 

She, having killed, no more doth seareh 
But on the next green bough to pereh, 

Where, when he first does lure, 

The falconer has her sure. 

What may not then our isle presume, 
While victory his erest does plume ? 

What may not others fear, 

If thus he erowns eaeh year ? 

As Gsesar he, ere long, to Gaul, 
To Italy an Hannibal, 

And to all states not free 

Shall elimaeterie be. 

The Piet no shelter now shall find 
Within his party-eoloured mind, 

But from this yalour sad 

Shrink undemeath the plaid : 

Happy if in the tufted brake 
The English hunter him mistake, 

Nor lay his hounds in near 

The Galedonian deer. 

But thoil, the war's and fortune's son, 
Mareh indefatigably on, 

And for the last effect, 

Still keep the sword ereet ! 

Besides the force it has to fnght 
The spirits of the shady night, 

The same arts that did gain 

A power must it maintain. 

Andrew Maruell, 
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258 

O, LET ME GLIMB 

O, LBT me dimb 

When I lie down ! The pious soul by night 

Is like a douded star, whose beams, though said 

To shed their iight 

Under some doud, 

Yet are above, 

And shine and moye 

Beyond that misty shroud. 

So in my bed, 

— ^That eurtain'd grave — thou|;h sleep, like ashes, hide 

My lamp and life, both shall m Thee abide. 

Henry Yaughan. 

259 

THE REVIVAL 

Unpold I unfold ! Take in His light, 
Who makes thy eares more short tmn night. 
The loys whidi with His day-star rise 
He deals to all but drowsy eyes ; 
And, what the men of this world miss, 
Some drops and dews of iiiture bliss. 

Hark ! how the winds have dianged their note, 
And with warm whispers eall thee out I 
The irosts are past, the storms are gone, 
And baekward life at last eomes on ; 
The lofty groves in express joys 
Reply imto the turtle's voice ; 
And here in dust and dirt, O here, 
The lilies of His love appear ! 

Henry Yaughan. 

260 

THE WREATH 

SiNGE I in storms used most to be, 

And seldom ^odded Aowers, 
How shall I get a wreath feiLlTiee 

From those rude, barren hou)^ ? 
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The softer dressings of the Spring 

Or Summer's later store 
I will not for Thy temples bring, 

Whieh thoms, not roses, wore. 

But a twined wreath of grief and praise, 

Praise soil'd with tears, and tears again 
Shining with joy, like dewy days, 

This day I bring for all Thy pain — 
Thy eauseless pain I — and, sad as death, 

Whieh sadness breeds in the most vain, 
— O, not in yain ! — ^now be^ Thy breath, 
Thy quickening breath, whieh gladly bears 

Through saeulest douds to t£it glad plaoe, 
Where eloudless quires sine without tears, 

Sing Thy just praise, ana see Thy fiice. 

Henry Vaughan, 

261 
PEAGE 

My Soul, there is a eountry 

Far beyond the stars, 
Where stands a wing^ sentry 

All skillul in the wars : 

There above noise, and danger, 
Sweet Peaee sits erown'd with smiles, 

And One bom in a maoger 
Gommands the beauteous files. 

He is thy gradous Friend, 
And— -O my Soul, awake !— . 

Did in pure love deseend 
To die here for thy sake. 

If thou eanst get but thither, 
There grows the Aower of Peaee, 

The Rose that eannot wither, 
Thy fortress, and thy ease. 

Leave then thy foolish ranges, 

For none ean thee seeure 
But One, Who never ehanges, 

Thy^God^y life, thy eure. 

Henry Vaughan, 





^ 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT 

O DAY of life, of light, of love ! 

The only day dealt irom above ! 

A day so fre8hy so bright, so brave, 

'Twill show us eaeh forgotten grave, 

And make the dead, like Aowers, arise 

Youthliil and fair to see new skies ! 

All other da^rs, eompored to thee, 

Are but Light's weak minority ? 

They are but veils and eypress drawn 

Like douds, before thy giorious dawn. 

O, eome I arise I shine ! do not stay, 

Dearhr loved Day ! 

The Eelds are long sinee white, and I 

With eamest groans for freedom ery. 

My fellow-creature8 too say : — Come ! 

And stones, though speeehless, are not dumb. 

When shall we hear tnat glorious voice 

Of lifeand joys? 

That voice whieh to eaeh seeret bed 

Of my Liord*s dead 

Shall bring true day, and make dust see 

The way to immortadity? 

When shall those first white pilgrims rise, 

Whose holy, happy histories, 

— Beeause they sleep so long — some men 

Oount but the blots of a vain pen ? 

Dear Lord I make haste ! 

Henry Yaughan, 
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O, WALY WALY UP THE BANK 

O, WALY waly up the bank, 

And waly waly down the brae, 
And waly waly yon bum-side 

Where I and my Love wont to gae ! 
I leant my baek against an aik, 

I thought it was a trusty tree ; 
But first it bow'd, and syne it brak — 

Sae my true Love did liehtly me. 
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Q, Mraly waly, but love is bonny 

A little time while it is new ; 
But when 'tis auld, it waxeth eauld 

And fades awa' like moming dew. 
O, wherefore should I busk my head ? 

Or wherefore should I kame my hair ? 
For my true Love has me forsook, 

And says he '11 never loe me mair. 

Now Arthur's-Seat sall be my bed : 
The sheets sall ne'er be prest l^ me. 

Saint Anton's Well sall be my drmk, 
Sinee my true Love has forsaken me. 

Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw 
And shake the green leaves aff the tree ? 

gentle Death, when wilt thou eome ? 
For of my life I am wearle. 

'Tis not the frost, that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing snaw's inelemeneie, 
'Tis not sie eauld that makes me ery ; 

But my Love's heart grown eauld to me. 
When we eame in by Glasgow town 

We were a eomely sight to see : 
My Love was elad in the blaek velv^t, 

And I mysell in eramasie. 

But had I wist, before I kist, 
That love had been sae ill to win, 

1 had loekt my heart in a ease of gowd 
And pinn'd it with a siller pin. 

And, O I if my young babe were born, 
' And set upon the nurse's knee, 
And I myseU were dead and gane, 
And the green grass growing over me ! 

Anmymous. 
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HELEN 0F KIRGONNELL 

I wiSH I were where Helen lies ; 
Night and day on me she eries : 
O, that I were where Helen lies 
On &ir Kireonnell lea ! 
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Gurst be the heart that thou^ht the thought, 
And eurst the hand that firea the shot, 
When in my arms burd Helen dropt, 
And died to sueeoiu' me ! 

Oy think na but my heart was sair 
When my Love dropt down and spak nae mair ! 
I laid her down wi* meikle eare 
On &ir Kireonnell lea. 

As I went down the water-side, 
None but my foe to be my guide, 
None but my foe to be my guide, 
On £ur Kireonnell lea : 

I iighted down my sword to draw, 
I haek^d him in pieees sma', 
I haekM him in pieees sma' 

For her sake that died for me. 

Helen £Eur beyond eompare ! 

1 '11 make a garland of thy hair 
Shall bind my heart for evermair 

Until the day I die. 

O, that I were where Helen lies ! 
Night and day on me she eries : 
Out of my bed she bids me rise, 

Says : — * Haste and eome to me ! ' 

Helen fair ! O Helen ehaste ! 
If I were with thee, I were blest, 
Where thou lies low and takes thy rest 

On &ir Kireonnell lea. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een, 
And I in Helen's arms lying, 

On Udi Kireonnell lea. 

I wish I were where Helen lies ; 
Night and day on me she eries ; 
And I am weary of the skies, 
Sinee my Love died for me. 

Ano/tymous. 



240 ANONYMOUS 

265 
THE TWA eORBIES 

As I was walking all alane, 

I heard twa eorbies making a mane, 

The tane unto the tither say : — 

* Where sall we gang and dine to-day ? ' 

* — In behint yon auld feil dyke, 
I wat there lies a new siain Knight ; 
And naebody kens that he lies mere 
But his hawk, his hound, and lady iair. 

* His hound is to the hunting gane, 
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame, 
His lad/s ta'en another mate, 

So we may mak our dinner sweet. 

' Ye 11 sit on his white hause-bane, 
And I '11 piek out his bonnie blue een. 
Wi' ae loek o' his gowden hair 
We'll theek our nest when it grows bare. 

' Mony a one for him maks mane, 
But nane sall ken where he is gane ! 
O'er his white banes, where they are bare, 
The wind sall blaw for eyermair.' 

Anonymous, 

266 
WILLIE DROWNED IN YARROW 

DowN in yon |;arden sweet and gay 
Where bonme grows the lily, 

I heard a to maid sighing say : — 
* My wish be wi* sweet Willie ! 

• Willie 's rare, and Willie 's fair, 
^d Willie 's wondrous bonny ; 

And WilUe heeht to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. 

' O gentle wind, that bloweth sonth 
From where my Love repaireth, 

Convey a kiss frae his dear mouth, 
And tell me how he fareth ! 
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* O, tell sweet Willie to eome doun 

And hear the mavis singing, 
And see the birds on ilka bu^ 
And leaves around them hinging : 

* The lay'roek there, wi' her white breast 

And gentle throat sae narrow ! 
There 's sport eneueh for gentlemen 
On Leader haughs and Yarrow. 

* O, Leader haughs are wide and braid, 

And Yarrow haughs are bonny ; 
There Willie heeht to marry me, 
If ere he married ony. 

* But Wllie 's gone, whom I thought on, 

And does not hear the weeping 
Draws many a tear frae 's true love's e'e, 
When other maids are sleeping. 

* Yestreen I made my bed fu' braid, 

The night I '11 mak' it narrow, 
For a' the lee-lang winter night 
I lie twined o' my marrow. 

* O, eame ye by yon water-side ? 

Pu'd you the rose or lily ? 
Or eame you by yon meadow green, 
Or saw you my sweet Willie ? ' 

She sought him up, she sought him down, 

She sought him braid and narrow ; 
Syne, in the cleaving of a erag, 

She found him drown'd in Yarrow. 

Anonymow, 

267 
O, FAIN WOULD I 

O, FAIN would I, before I die, 
Bequeath to thee a legaey, 
That thou may'st say, when I am gone, 
None had my heart but thee alone ! 
Had I as many hearts as hairs, 
As many lives as lovers' fears, 
As many lives as yeais have hours, 
They all and only should be yours ! 

Q 
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Q, waly waly, but love is bonny 

A little time while it is new ; 
But when 'tis auld, it waxetli eauld 

And fades awa' like moming dew. 
O, wherefore should I busk my head ? 

Or wherefore should I kame my hair ? 
For my true Love has me forsook, 

And says he '11 never loe me mair. 

Now Arthur's-Seat sall be my bed : 
The sheets sall ne'er be prest by me. 

Saint Anton's Well sall be my dnnk, 
Sinee my true Love has forsaken me. 

Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw 
And shake the green leaves aff the tree ? 

gentle Death, when wilt thou eome ? 
For of my life I am wearle. 

'Tis not the frost, that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing snaw's inelemeneie, 
'Tis not sie eauld that makes me ery ; 

But my Love's heart grown eauld to me. 
When we eame in by Glasgow town 

We were a eomely sight to see : 
My Love was elad in the blaek velv^t, 

And I mysell in eramasie. 

But had I wist, before I kist, 
That love had been sae ill to win, 

1 had loekt my heart in a ease of gowd 
And pinn'd it with a siller pin. 

And, O I if my young babe were born, 
' And set upon the nurse's knee, 
And I mysell were dead and gane, 
And the green grass growing over me ! 

Anonymous. 
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HELEN 0F KIRGONNELL 

I wiSH I were where Helen lies ; 
Night and day on me she eries : 
O, that I were where Helen lies 
On hk Kireonnell lea ! 
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Gurst be the heart that thou^ht the thought, 
And eurst the hand that firea the shot, 
When m my arms burd Helen dropt, 
And died to sueeour me ! 



O, think na but my heart was sair 
When my Love dropt down and spak nae mair ! 
I laid her down wi* meikle eare 
On hh Kireonnell lea. 

As I went down the water-side, 
None but my foe to be my guide, 
None but my foe to be my guide, 
On £ur Kireonnell lea : 

I iighted down my sword to draw, 
I haek^d him in pieees sma', 
I haekM him in pieees sma' 

For her sake that died for me. 

Heien fair beyond eompare ! 

1 '11 make a garland of thy hair 
Shall bind my heart for evermair 

Until the day I die. 

O, that I were where Helen lies ! 
Night and day on me she eries : 
Out of my bed she bids me rise, 

Says : — * Haste and eome to me ! ' 

Helen £ur ! O Helen ehaste I 
If I were with thee, I were blest, 
Where thou lies low and takes thy rest 

On &ir Kireonnell lea. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een, 
And I in Helen's arms lying, 

On &ir Kireonnell lea. 

I wish I were where Helen lies ; 
Night and day on me she eries ; 
And I am weary of the skies, 
Sinee my Love died for me. 

Anonymous. 
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Sharp violins proelaim 

Their jealous pangs, and desperation, 

Pury, frantic indignation, 

Depth of pains, and height of passion 

For the fair, disdainliil dame. 

But, O ! what art ean teaeh, 
What human voice ean reaeh, 
The saered organ's praise ? 
Notes inspiring holy love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the ehoirs above I 

Orpheus epuld lead the savage raee, 
And trees uprooted left their plaee, 
Sequacious of the l^nre. 
But bright Oeeilia rais*d the wonder higher, 
"When to her organ vocal breath was given, 
And angels heard, and straight appear'd, 
Mistaking Earth for Heaven. 

Grand Ghorus, 

As from the power of saered la^rs, 

The spheres began to move, 

And sung the great Greator's praise 

To all the bless'd above : 

So when the last and dreadftil hour 

This erumbling pageant shall devour, 

The trumpet shall be heard on high, 

The dead shall live, the living die, 

And musie shall untune the sky. 

John Dryden, 



270 
FAIR, SWEET, AND YOUNG 

Fair, sweet, and young, receive a prize 
Reserv'd for your victorious eyes : 
From erowds, whom at your feet you see, 
O, pity and distinguish me ! 
As I from thousand beauties more 
Distinguish you, and only you adore. 
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Your £Bice for eonouest was design'd, 
Your every motion eharms my mind I 
Angek, when you your silenee break, 
Porget their hymns, to hear you speaJc, 
But when at onee they hear and view, 
Are loth to mount, and long to stay with you« 

No graees ean your form improve, 
But all are lost, unless you Iove ; 
While that sweet passion ^ou disdain, 
Your veil and beauty are m vain : 
In pity then prevent my fate, 
For aner dying all reprieve 's too late. 

Jokn Drydat, 

271 

NO, NO, POOR SUFFERING HEART 

No, no, poor suffering heart, no ehange endeavour, 
Ghoose to sustain the smart, rather than ieave her ! 
My ravished eyes behold sueh eharms about her, 
I ean die with her, but not live without her. 
One tender sigh of hers to see me languish, 
Will more tlum pay the priee of my past anguish. 
Beware, O eruel fair, how you smile on me ! 
'Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me. 

Love has in store for me one happy minute, 

And she will end my pain, who did begin it : 

Then, no day void of bliss or pleasure leaving, 

Ages shall slide away without perceiving ; 

Cupid shall guard the dxx>r, the more to please us, 

And keep out Time and Death, when they would seize us ; 

Time and Death shall depart, and say, in Aying, 

Love has found out a way to live by dying. 

/ohn Drydm* 

272 

AH, HOW SWEET IT IS TO LOVE 

Ah, how sweet it is to love ! 
Ah, how gay is young Desire ! 
And what pleasing pains we prove 
When we nrst approaeh Love*s fire ! 

P^s of love be sweeter £sur 

Than all other pleasures are. 
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Sighs whieh are from lovers blown 
Do biit gently heave the heart : 
E'en the tears they shed alone 
Gure, like triekling bahn, their smart 

Lovers, when they lose their breath, 

Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and Time with reverence use : 

Treat them like a parting firiend, 

Nor the golden gins reiiise 

Whieh in youth sineere they send, 
For eaeh year their priee is more 
And they less simple than before. 

Love, like spring-tides iiill and high, 

Swells in every youthiiil vein ; 

But eaeh tide does less supply, 

Till th^ quite shrink in again : 
If a now in age appear, 
'Tis but rain, and runs not elear. 

John Dryden. 



I FE£D A FLAM£ 

I EBBD a flame within, whieh so torments me 
That it both pains my heart, and yet eontents me : 
'Tis sueh a pleasing smart, and I so love it, 
That I had rather die than onee remove it. 

Yet he, for whom I grieve,*shall never know it ; 
My tonpue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, not a tear, my pain disdoses, 
But they £a.ll silently, like aew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent ray love from being eruel, 
My heart s the sacrifice, as 'tis the mel ; 
And while I suffer this to give him quiet, 
My faith rewards my love, though he deny it 

On his eyes will I gaze, and there delight me ; 
While I eoneeal my love no firown ean firight me. 
To be more happy I dare not aspire, 
Nor ean I fell more low, mounting no higher. 

John Dryden, 
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THE MAGNIFICENT LOVER 

What shall I d9 to show how nmeh I love her ? 

How many millions of sighs ean sufEce ? 
That whieh wins other hearts never ean move her — 

Sueh feeble offerings of love she '11 despise ! 
I will love more than man e'er loved before me, 

Gaze on her all the day, melt all the night, 
Till for her own sake at last she*ll implore me 

To love her less to preserve our delight. 

Sinee Gods themselves eould not ever be living, 

Men nii/it have breathing reeruits for new joys : 
I would my soul eould be ever improving, 

Tho' eager love more than sorrow destroys I 
In £Eur Aurelia's arms leave me espiring I 

To be embalmed with the sweets of her breath, 
To the last moment I '11 still be desiring — 

Never had hero so glorious a death ! 

Thomas Betterton, 

275 

THE DESPERATE LOVER 



O MIGHTY King of Terrors, eome, 
Gommand thy slave to his long home ! 
Great Sanetuary, Grave ! to thee 
In throngs the miserable flee ; 
Eneireled in thy frozen arms, 
They bid defiance to their harms, 
Regardless of those pond'rous little thin^, 
That diseompose the uneasy heads of Kmgs. 

II 

In the eold earth the prisoner lies 
Ransom'd from all his miseries ; 
HimseU forgotten, he forgets 
His eruel ereditors and debts ; 
And there in everla$ting peaee 
Oontentions with their authors bease : 

A turf of grass or monument of stone 

Umpires the petty competiti6n. 
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III 

The disappointed lover there, 
Breathes not a sigh, nor sheds a tear ; 
With us (fond fools) he never shares 
In sad perplexities and eares ; 
The willow near his tomb that grows 
Revives his memory, not his woes ; 
Or rain or shine, he is advanc'd above 
Th' afiBronts of Heaven and stratagems of Love. 

IV 

Then, mighty King of Terrors, eome, 
Gommand thy slave to his lone home ! 
And thou, my friend, that lov^t me best, 
Seal up these eyes that break my rest ; 
Put out the lights, bespeak my luiell, 
And then etemally farewell I 
'Tis all th' amends our wretehed Fates ean give, 
That none ean force a desperate man to live. 

Thomas Platman. 

276 

O, THE SAD DAY 

O, the sad day ! 

When friends shall shake their heads, and say 

Of miserable me : — 

' Hark, how he groans ! 

Look, how he pants for breath ! 

See how he struggles with the pangs of death ! ' 

When they shall say of these dear eyes : — 

* How hollow, O, how dim they be ! 
Mark how his breast doth rise and swell 
Against his potent enemy ! ' 

When some old friend shall step to my bedside, 
Toueh my ehill face, and thenee shall gently slide, 
But, when his next eompanions say : — 

* How does he do ? What hopes ? * shall tum away, 
Answering only, with a lift-up hand : — 

* Who ean hi& fate withstand ? ' 
Then shall a gasp or two do more 
Than e'er my rhetorie eould before : 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more — 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more. 

Thomas Flatman, 
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PHYLLIS, FOR SHAME 

Phyllis, for shame ! Let us improve, 

A thousand different ways, 
Those few short moments snateh'd by love 

From many tedious da^rs. 

If you want eourage to despise. 
' The eensure of the grave, 
Though Love 's a tyrant in your eyes, 
Your heart is but a slave. 

My love is full of noble pride, 

Nor ean it e'er submit, 
To let that fop, Diseretion, ride 

In triumph over it 

False fnends I have, as well as you, 

Who daily eounsel me 
Fame and Ambition to pursue, 

And leave off loving thee ; 

But when the least r^ard I show 

To fools who thus advise, 
May I be duU enough to grow 

Most miserably wise I 

eharles Saekuille, Earl o/Dorset. 
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TO GHLORIS 

Ah ! Ghloris, that I now eould sit 
As imeoneemed as when 

Your infant beauty eould beget 
No pleasure, nor no pain ! 

When I the dawn used to admire 
And praised the eoming day, 

I little thought the growing fire 
Must take my rest away. 
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Dearest, before you eondeseend 

To entertain a lK)som-friendy 

Be sure you know your servant well 

Before your liberty you sell : 

For love 's a fire in young and old, 

'Tis sometiaies hot and sometimes eold, 

And now you know tiiat, when they please, 

They ean be siek of love's disease. 

Then wisely ehoose a fnend that may 
Last for an age, and not a day, 
Who loves thee not for lip or eye, 
But for thy mutual sympathy ! 
Let sueh a friend thy heart engage, 
For he will comfort thee in age, 
And kiss thy wrinkled, furrowed brow 
With as mueh joy as I do now. 

Anonymous. 
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THE RELAPSE 

O, TURN away those eruel eyes, 

The stars ot my undoing ; 
Or deadi in sueh a bright disguise 

May tempt a seeond wooing. 

Punish their blind and impious pride, 

Who dare eontemn thy glory I 
It was my fall that deified 

Thy name, and sealed thy story. 

Yet no new sufferings ean prepare . 

A higher praise to erown thee : 
Though my first death proelaim thee fair, 

My seeond will unthrone thee. 

Lovers will doubt thou eanst entiee 

No other for thy fiiel, 
And if thou bum one victim twiee, 

Both think thee poor and eruel. 

Thomas Stanley, 
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269 
A SONG FOR SAINT CECILIA'S DAY 

From harmony, from heavenly hannony 

This universal Irame l)egan : 

When Nature undemeam a heap 

Of jarring atoms lay, 

And eould not heave her head, 

The tuneful voice was heard from high : — 

' Arise, ye more than dead 1 * 

Then eold, and hot, and moist, and dry, 

In order to their stations leap, 

And musie's power obey. 

From harmony, &om heavenly harmony, 

This universal frume began : 

From harmony to harmony 

Through all the eompass of the notes it ran, 

The diapason elosing full in man. 

What passion eannot Musie raise and quell ? 

When Jubal struek the ehorded shell, 

His listening brethren stood around, 

And, wond'ring, on their &.ces fell 

To worship that eelestial sound. 

Less than a God they thought there eould not dwell 

Within the hoUow of that Siell, 

That spoke so sweetly and so well. 

What passion eannot Musie raise and quell ? 

The trumpet's loud elangor 

£xcites us to arms, 

With shrill notes of anger 

And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 

Of the thundering drum 

Gries : — * Hark I the foes eome 1 

Gharge, eharge, 'tis too late to retreat* 

The soft eomplaining flute 

In dying notes discovers 

The woes of hopeless lovers, 

Whose dirge is whisper'd by the warbling lute. 
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Sharp Yiolins proelaim 

Their jealous pangs, and desperation, 

Fury, iiantie indignation, 

Depth of pains, and height of passion 

For the £ur, disdainiul OiEune. 

But, O I what art ean teaeh, 
What human voice ean reaeh, 
The saered organ's praise ? 
Notes inspiring holy love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the ehoirs above ! 

Orpheus cQuld lead the savage raee, 
And trees uprooted left their plaee, 
Sequacious of the l^nre. 
But bright Gedlia rais*d the wonder higher, 
When to her organ vocal breath was given, 
And angels heard, and straight appes^d, 
Mistaking Earth for Heav^. 

Grand Chorus, 

As from the power of saered lays, 

The spheres b^an to move, 

And simg the great Greator's praise 

To all the bless'd above : 

So when the last and dreadlul hour 

This erumbling pageant shall devour, 

The trumpet shall be heard on high, 

The dead shall live, the living die, 

And musie shall untune the sky. 

John Dryden, 
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FAIR, SWEET, AND YOUNG 

Fair, sweet, and young, receive a prize 
Reserv'd for your victorious eyes : 
From erowds, whom at your teet you see, 
O, pity and distinguish me ! 
As I from thousand beauties more 
Distinguish you, and only you adore. 
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Your &ce for conquest was design'd, 
Your every motion eharms my mind ! 
Angeb, wnen you your silenee break, 
Foiget their h^nnns, to hear you spesde, 
But when at onee they hear and view, 
Are loth to mount, and long to stay with you« 

No graees ean your form improve, 
But all are lost, unless you love ; 
While that sweet passion ^ou disdain, 
Your veil and beauty are m vain : 
In pit^ then prevent m]^ &.te, 
For aiter dying all reprieve 's too late. 

lohn Dryden, 
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NO, NO, POOR SUFFERING HEART 

No, no, poor su£fering heart, no ehange endeavour, 
Ghoose to sustain the smart, rather than leave her ! 
My ravished eyes behold sueh eharms about her, 
I ean die with her, but not live without her. 
One tender sigh of hers to see me languish, 
Will more th^ pay the priee of my past anguish. 
Beware, O eruel &.ir, how you smile on me ! 
'Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me. 

Love has in store for me one happy minute, 

And she will end my pain, who oid begin it : 

Then, no day void of bliss or pleasure Teaving, 

Ages shall slide away without perceiving ; 

Gupid shall guard the door, the more to please us, 

And keep out Time and Death, when they would seize us ; 

Time and Death shall depart, and say, in Aying, 

Love has found out a way to live by dying. 

John Dryden, 
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AH, HOW SWEET IT IS TO LOVE 

Ah, how sweet it is to love ! 
Ah, how gay is young Desire ! 
And what pleasing pains we prove 
When we nrst approaeh Love*s fire ! 

Pains of love be sweeter &r 

Than all other pleasures are. 
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Sighs whieh are firom lovers blown 
Do but gently heave the heart : 
£*en the tears they shed alone 
Cure, like triekling bahn, their smart. 

Lovers, when they lose their breath, 

Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and Time with reverence use : 

Treat them like a parting Mend, 

Nor the golden gins refuse 

Whieh in vouth sineere they send, 
For eaeh year their priee is more 
And they less simple than before. 

Love, like spring-tides iiill and high, 

Swells in every youthiul vein ; 

But eaeh tide does less supply, 

Till they quite shrink in again : 
If a now in age appear, 
'Tis but rain, and runs not elear. 

John Dryden. 



I F££D A FLAM£ 

I PBED a flame within, whieh so torments me 
That it both pains my heart, and yet eontents me : 
'Tis sueh a pleasing smart, and I so love it, 
That I had rather die than onee remove it. 

Yet he, for whom I grieve,*shall never know it ; 
My ton|;ue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, not a tear, my pain diseloses, 
But they &11 silently, like aew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent ni^ love from being eruel, 
My heart s the sacrifice, as 'tis the mel ; 
And while I suffer this to give him quiet, 
My faith rewards my love, though he deny it. 

On his eyes will I gaze, and there delight me ; 
While I eoneeal my love no frown ean firight me. 
To be more happy I dare not aspire, 
Nor ean I iall more low, mounting no hig^er. 

John Dryden. 



BETTERTON 



THE MAGNtFICENT LOVBR 



That whieh nins other heatts ntvet aai mote het- 

Sueh feeble offeriDgs of love Ehe 11 despise ! 
I will love more than m&n e'er lored before me, 



To tove her less to preseive oni delight. 

Sinee Gods themselves eould oot ever be living, 

Meo mwe have bTeathisg reeruits for new joys : 
I woold my mu\ eoold be ever improving, 

Tho' eager love moie than sorrow deilroya I 
Id &i[ Aurelia'$ anog 1eave me «Kpiring I 

To be embalmed with the sweets of ber breath, 
To the last moment I '11 still be desiring— 

Never had heio so glorious a death I 

Tiomas BtttertM. 



THE DBSPERATE LOV 



O MIGHTY King of Terrors, eome, 
Gommand thy sTave to his long home ! 
Greai Saoetoary, Grave ! to thee 
Id ihrongs tbe miserable flee ; 
Endreled in thy troieD arms, 
They bid deSinee to their harms, 
Regardless of those pond'rons little Ibirws, 
Thit diseompoie the aneasy headi of Kmgs. 



Id the eold earth the prisonn lies 
Ransom'd rioni atl hii miseiies ; 
Himselr forgotleii, he Torgets 
His emel eieditors and debti ; 
And there in ever1asiing peaee 
eonteDtioDS with theii anthors eeasi 
A tarf of grass or monument of itone 

Umpiies 3ie petl]' competiii6i]. 



248 PLATMAN 

III 

The disappointed lover there, 
Breathes not a sigh, nor sheds a tear ; 
With us (fond fools) he never shares 
In sad perplexities and eares ; 
The willow near his tomb that grows 
Revives his memory, not his woes ; 
Or rain or shine, he is advanc'd above 
Th' afiBronts of Heaven and stratagems of Love. 

IV 

Then, mighty King of Terrors, eome, 
Gommand thy slave to his long home ! 
And thou, my friend, that ]ov'st me best, 
Seal up these eyes that break my rest ; 
Put out the lights, bespeak my luiell, 
And then etemally farewell 1 
'Tis all th' amends our wretehed Fates ean give, 
That none ean force a desperate man to live. 

Thomas Platman, 

276 

O, THE SAD DAY 

O, the sad day 1 

When friends shall shake their heads, and say 

Of miserable me : — 

* Hark, how he groans ! 
Look, how he pants for breath ! 

See how he struggles with the pangs of death ! ' 
When they shall say of these dear eyes : — 

* How hollow, O, how dim they be ! 
Mark how his breast doth rise and swell 
Against his potent enemy ! ' 

When some old friend shall step to my bedside, 
Toueh my ehill face, and thenee shall gently slide, 
But, when his next eompanions say : — 

* How does he do ? What hopes ? shall tum away, 
Answering only, with a lift-up hand : — 

' Who ean hi& fate withstand ? ' 
Then shall a gasp or two do more 
Than e'er my rhetorie eould before : 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more — 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more. 

Thomas Blaiman, 
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PHYLLIS, FOR SHAME 

Phyllis, for shame ! Let us improve, 

A thousand different wa^rs, 
Those few short moments snateh'd by love 

From many tedious days. 

If you want eourage to despise> 

The eensure of the grave, 
Though Love 's a tyrant in your eyes, 

Your heart is but a slave. 



M 



y love is £ull of noble pride, 
Nor ean it e'er submit, 
To let that fop, Diseretion, ride 
In triumph over it. 

False friends I have, as well as you, 

Who daily eounsel me 
Fame and Ambition to pursue, 

And leave off loving thee ; 

But when the least regard I show 

To fools who thus advise, 
May I be dull enough to grow 

Most miserably wise ! 

eharles Sackville, Earl of DorseU 
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TO GHLORIS 

Ah I Ghloris, that I now eould sit 
As imeoneemed as when 

Your infant beauty eould beget 
No pleasure, nor no pain 1 

"When I the dawn used to admire 
And praised the eoming day, 

I little mought the growing fire 
Must take my rest away. 
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III 

The disappointed lover there, 
Breathes not a sigh, nor sheds a tear ; 
With us (fond fools) he never shares 
In sad perplexities and eares ; 
The willow near his tomb that grows 
Revives his memory, not his woes ; 
Or rain or shine, he is advanc*d above 
Th' affi:onts of Heaven and stratagems of Love. 

IV 

Then, mighty King of Terrors, eome, 
Gommand thy slave to his long home ! 
And thou, my friend, that lov'st me best, 
Seal up these eyes that break my rest ; 
Put out the lights, bespeak my luiell, 
And then etemally farewell I 
'Tis all th' amends our wretehed Fates ean give, 
That none ean force a desperate man to live. 

Thomas Platman. 

276 

O, THE SAD DAY 

O, the sad day ! 

When friends shall shake their heads, and say 

Of miserable me : — 

* Hark, how he groans ! 
Look, how he pants for breath ! 

See how he struggles with the pangs of death ! ' 
When they shall say of these dear eyes : — 

* How hollow, O, how dim they be ! 
Mark how his breast doth rise and swell 
Against his potent enemy 1 ' 

When some old friend shall step to my bedside, 
Toueh my ehill face, and thenee shall gently slide, 
But, when his next eompanions say : — 

* How does he do ? What hopes ? shall tum away, 
Answering only, with a lift-up hand : — 

* Who ean his. fate withstand ? ' 
Then shall a gasp or two do more 
Than e'er my rhetorie eould before : 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more — 
Persuade the world to trouble me no more. 

Thotnas Flatman, 



DORSET 249 

277 
PHYLLIS, FOR SHAME 

Phyllis, for shame ! Let us improve, 

A thousand different ways, 
Those few short moments snateh'd by love 

From many tedious days. 

If you want eourage to despise. 

The eensure of the grave, 
Though Love 's a tyrant in your eyes, 

Your heart is but a slave. 

My love is full of noble pride, 
j Nor ean it e*er submit, 

I To let that fop, Diseretion, ride 

j In triumph over it 

j 

i False friends I have, as well as you, 

I Who daily eounsel me 

I Fame and Ambition to pursue, 

And leave off loving thee ; 

( 

But when the least regard I show 

To fools who thus advise, 
May I be duU enough to grow 

Most miserably wise l 

eharles Sackville, Earl o/Dorset. 
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TO GHLORIS 

Ah 1 Ghloris, that I now eould sit 
As uneoneemed as when 

Your infant beauty eould beget 
No pleasure, nor no pain I 

When I the dawn used to admire 
And praised the eoming day, 

I little mought the growing fire 
Must take my rest away. 
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Your eharms in harmless ehildhood lay, 

Like metals in the mine : 
Age from no fece took more away 

Than youth eoneealed in thine. 

But as your eharms insensibly 

To their perfection prest, 
Fond love as unperceived did fly, 

And in my bosom rest. 

My passion with your beauty grew, 

And Gupid at my heart 
Still, as his mother favoured you, 

Threw a new Aaming dart. 

Eaeh gloried in their wanton part : 

To make a lover, he 
Employed the utmost of his art, 

To make a beauty she ! 

Though now I slowly bend to love, 

Uneertain of my fate, 
If your iah self my ehains approve, 

I shall my freedom hate. 

Lovers, like dying men, may well 

At iirst disordered be, 
Sinee none alive ean truly tell 

What fortune they must see. 

eharles Sedley^ 
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PHYLLIS 

Phyllis is my only ^p^ 

Faithless as the wmds or seas, 
Sometimes eunning, sometimes eoy, 
Yet she never &ils to please : 
If with a frown 
I am east down, 
Phyllis, smiling 
And b«^ling, 
Makes me happier than before. 
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Though alas ! too late I find 
Nothing ean her £einqr fix ; 
Yet the moment she is kind 
I forgive her with her trieks, 
Whieh though I see, 
I ean't get firee : 
She deceiving, 
I belieying, 
What need lovers wish for more ? 

eharles Sedley, 
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LOVE ENTHRONED 

LovB in £mtastic triumph sate, 

Whilst bleeding hearts around him Aowed, 
For whom firesh pains he did ereate, 

And stran^e tyrannie power he showed. 
From thy bnght eyes he took his fires, 

Whieh round about in sport he hurled ; 
But 'twas from mine he took desires 

Enough to undo the amorous world. 

From me he took his sighs and tears, 

From thee his pride and eruelty ; 
From me his lan^ishment and fears, 

And every killmg dart from thee. 
Thus thou and I the god have armed, 

And set him up a deity, 
But my poor heart alone is harmed, 

While thine the victor is, and firee. 

Aphra Behn, 
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OF HIS MISTRESS 

An ^e in her embraees past 
Would seem a winter*s day, 

Where life and light with envious haste 
Are tom and snateh'd away. 



252 ROGHESTER 

But, O I how slowly minutes roll, 

When absent iram her eyes, 
That fed my love, whieh is my soul ! 

It languishes and dies ; 

For then, no more a soul, but shade, 

It moumfully does move, 
And haunts my breast, by absenee made 

Tlie living tomb of love. 

/oAn Wiltnot, Earl of Roehester. 
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ABSENT FROM THEE 

Absent from thee, I languish still ! 

Then ask me not : — ^Wien I retum ? 
The straying fool *twill plainly kill 

To wish 9}X day, all night to moum. 

Dear, from thine arms then let me fly, 
That my fantastic mind may prove 

The torments it deserves to try, 
That tears my fix*d heart from my love. 

When, wearied with a world of woe, 

To thy safe bosom I retire, 
Where love, and peaee, and truth does flow, 

May I eontented there expire ! 

Lest, onee more wandering from that heaven, 
I fall on some base heart unblest — 

Faithless to thee, fiJse, imforgiven — 
And lose my everlasting rest ! 

John Wilmot^ Earl of Roehester, 
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LOVE AND LIFE 

All my past life is mine no more, 

The Aying hours are gone : 
like transitory dreams ^ven o'er, 
Whose images are kept m store 
6y memory alone. 
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The dme that is to eome is not ; 

How ean it then be mine ? 
The present moment *s all my lot, 
And thaty as &st as it is got, 

PhylliSy is only thine. 

Then talk not of ineonstaney, 

False hearts, and broken vows ! 
If I by miraele ean be 
This Uve-long minute true to thee, 

'Tis all that Heaven allows. 

John Wiltnot, Earl cf Roehester. 
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UPON DRINKING IN A BOWL 

VuLCAN, contrive me sueh a eup 

As Nestor used of old ! 
Show all th^ skill to trim it up, 

Damask it round with gold. 

Make it so large that, fill*d with saek 

Up to the swelling brim, 
Vast toasts on the delieious lake 

Like ships at sea may swim. 

Engrave not battle on his eheek : 

With war I 've nought to do ! 
I 'm none of those that took Msestriek, 

Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 

Let it no name of planets tell, 

Fix*d stars, or eonstellations : 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 

Nor none of his relations. 

But carve thereon a spr^ading vine ; 

Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in amorous folds entwine, 

The t^rpe of iiiture joys. 

Gupid and Baeehus my saints are. 

May drink and love still reign ! 
Witih wine I wash away my eare, 

And then to love again. 

John Wilmot, Earl of Roehester, 
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Angels listen when she speaks ; 

She 's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jesdous heart would break, 

Should we live one day asunder. 

John Wilmot^ Earl of Roehester, 
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I DID BUT LOOK 

I DID but look and love a-while, 

Twas but for one half-hour : 
Then to resist I had no will, 

And now I have no power 

To sigh, and wish, is all my ease : 

Si^is, whieh do heat impart 
Enough to melt the eoldest iee, 

Yet eannot warm your heart. 

O ! would your pity give my heart 

One eomer of your breast, 
'Twould leam of yours the winning art, 

And quickly steal the rest 1 

Thomas Otway, 
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FALSE THOUGH SHE BE 

False though she be to me and love, 

I '11 ne'er pursue revenge ; 
For still the eharmer I approve, 

Though I deplore her ehange. 

In hours of bliss we oft have met : 

They eould not always last, 
And though the present I regret, 

I 'm grateful for the past. 

William Congreve, 



POPE ^j, 
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LOVE IN HER EYES 

Lov« In her eyen »it9 playlng, 
And shed» deHdoa» death j 

Love in her Hps h stwying, 
Aod warbUng hi her breath j 

Lo*c on her breast sit» pantrng, 
And »wclls with soft desire : 

Kor graee, nor ehann, k wsnt'mg 
To aet tbe heaart on ftre* 



/&Afli Gay. 
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TRE DVrWG eRRlSTTAW TO ffrs SOUL 

ViTAi. spark of heawenly Aame, 

Qait, O, qnit thi» mortal ihnne ! 

Tnembling, hoping, lingering, Ayin^, 

O, the pain, the bliss of d^^ng ! 
Cease, fond Nature, eease thy strife, 
And let me laogaish into lifc. 

Hark, they whisper ! Angels say :~- 

* Sister spirit, eome away ! ' 

What i» this absorbs me qnfte ? 

Steals mf senses, shtrts my sight , 
DrowTO mj spirit, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my sonl, ean this bc death ? 

The wnrid reeedes ; it disappears ! 
Heaven opens on my eyes ! my enrs 

With sounds seraphie ring ! 
r>md, lend yr>iir \irings ! I mo'int ! \ ;ly ; 
O Grav^, where is ;hy Yi^tory? 

O Death, where is thy >ting? 

K 
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SALLY IN OUR ALLEY 

Of all the girls that are so smart 

There 's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darlin^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her fiither he makes eabba^e-nets, 

And through the streets does ery *em ; 
Her mother ^e sells laees long 

To sueh as please to buy 'em. 
But sure sueh folks eould ne'er b^et 

So sweet a girl as Sally ! 
She is the darlin^ of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 

I love her so sineerely ; 
My master eomes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely. 
But let him bang his belly-full, 

I '11 bear it aU for Salty ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 1 

Of all the days that 's in the week 

I dearly love but one day, 
And that 's the day that eomes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday ; 
For then I 'm dressed all m my best 

To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darlin^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 

My master earries me to ehureh, 

And often am I blam^d 
Beeause I leave him in the lureh 

As soon as text is nam^d. 
I leave the ehureh in sermon-time, 

And slink away to Sally ; 
She is the darlin^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 
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When ehristmas eomes about again, 

O, then I shall have money ! 
1 11 hoard it up» and box it all, 

I '11 give it to my honey. 
I would it were ten thousand pounds, 

I'dgiveitalltoSally; 
She is the darlin^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 

My master and the neighbours all 

Make game of me and Sally ; 
And, but for her, I 'd better be 

A slave, and row a galley ; 
But when mv seven long years are out, 

O, then I '11 marry Ssdly ; 
O, then we '11 wed, and then we '11 bed, 

But not in our alley. 

Henry Carey, 



293 
TO HER I LOVE 

Tbll me, thou soul of her I love, 
Ah ! tell me, whither art thou fled ? 

To what delightM world above, 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 

Or dost thou free, at pleasure, roam 
And sometimes share thy lover's woe, 

Where, void of thee, his eneerless home 
Can now, alas ! no comfort know ? 

! if thou hoverest round my walk, 
While, imder every well-known tree, 

1 to thy &ncied shadow talk, 
And every tear is full of thee : 

Should then the weary eye of grief, 
Beside some sympathetie stream, 

tn slumber flnd a short relief, 
O, visit thou my soothing dream ! 

Jatnes TAomson* 
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Eaeh lonely seene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
6elov'd, till life ean eharm no more, 

And moum'd, tiU pity's self be dead. 

Wiiiiam ColliHs, 
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ODE TO £V£]NING 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, ehaste £ve, to soothe thy modest ear, 

Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs and dying gales, 

O nymph reserv*d, while now the bright-hair'd Sun 
Sits in yon westem tent, whose eloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey'd bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathera wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen hom, 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim bome in heedless hum : 

Now teaeh me, maid eompos'd, 

To breathe some soften'd strain, 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale, 
May not imseemly with its stillness suit, 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd retum I 

For when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly eirelet, at lus wamii^ lamp 

The nragrant Hours, and £lves 

Who slept in buds the day, 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the fre^ening dew, and lovelier still, 

The pensive Pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy ear. 



■1 
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AN ODE 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
By all their eoimtry's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy iingers eold, 
Retums to deek their hallowM mould, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy*s feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms imseen their dii^e is sung, 
There Honour eomes, a pilgrim gray, 
To bless the turf that wrap their elay, 
And Freedom shall a while repair, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 

WilUam Coliins, 
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DIRGE IN GYMBELINE 

To fiiir Fidele's grassy tomb 
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 

£ach opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 
And riAe all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ^host shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this ouiet grove, 

But shepherd lads assemble nere, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witeh shall here be seen, 
No goblins lead their nightly erew : 

The female fiiys shall haimt the green, 
And dress tiiy grave with pearly dew« 

The red-breast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss and gather'd Aowers, 
Tq deek the ground where thou art laid« 

" \ howling winds and beating rain 
§]tempests shake thy sylvan eell, 
idst the ehase on every plain, 
tender tbought on thee shall dwelL 
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Eaeh lonely seene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
Belov'd, till life ean eharm no more, 

And mourn'd, tiU pity's self be dead* 

William ColliHs. 
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ODE TO EYE'NING 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, ehaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear, 

Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs and d}dng gales, 

O nymph reserv*d, while now the bright-hair'd Sun 
Sits in yon westem tent, whose eloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey'd bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathem wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen hom, 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim bome in heedless hum : 

Now teaeh me, maid eompos'd, 

To breathe some soften'd strain, 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale, 
May not imseemly with its stillness suit, 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd return I 

For when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly eirelet, at his wamii^ lamp 

The nragrant Hours, and £lves 

Who slept in buds the day, 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the freAening dew, and lovelier still, 

The pensive Pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy ear. 
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Then let me rove some wild and heathy seene, 
Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary dells, 

Whose walls more awiul nod 

By thy religious gleams ! 

Or, if ehill blustering winds, or driving rain, 
Preyent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 

That from the moimtain's side 

Views wilds and swelling Aoods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires, 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And batne thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light, 

While sallow Autumn iills thy lap with leaves, 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Affr^hts thy sluinking train, 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Eriendship, Seienee, smiling Peaee, 

Thy gentlest inAuenee own, 

And love thy favourite name ! 

William CoIlins, 
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THE PLOWERS 0F THE POREST 

I 'te heard them lilting at our ewe-milking, 
Lasses a-lilting before the dawn of day ; 
But now they are moaning on ilka green loaning : — 
The Elowers of the Forest are a* wede away. 

At bughts in the moming nae blythe lads are seoming ; 
The lasses are lanely, and dowie, and wae ; 
'Nae daf!ing, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing, 
Ilk ane lifts her leglin, and hies her away. 
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In hairst, at the shearing, nae youths now are jeering : 
The bandsters are lyart, and runkled, and gray. ■ 
At &ir or at preaehing, nae wooing, nae Aeeehing — 
The Flowers of the Forest are a' wede away. 

At e'en, in the gloaming, nae swankies are roaming 
'Bout staeks wi the lasses at bogle to play ; 
But ilk ane sits drearie, lamenting her dearie — 
The Flowers of the Forest are a' wede away. 

Dool and wae for the order sent our lads to the Border ! 
The English, for anee, by guile wan the day ; 
The Flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost, 
The prime of our land, lie eauld in Sie elay. 

We '11 hear nae mair lilting at our ewe-milking : 
Women and baims are he^rtless and wae, 
Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning : 
The Flowers of the Forest are a' wede away. 

Jea7i Elliot. 
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WHEN LOYELY WOMAN 

Whbn lovely woman staops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What eharm ean soothe her melaneholy, 
What art ean wash her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hiae her shame from every eye, 

To give repentanee to her lover, 
/oid wrmg his bosom, is — ^to die. 

Oliver Goldsmith^ 
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IF DOUGHTY DEEDS 

If doughty deeds my lady please, 

Right soon I '11 mount my steed, 
And strong his arm, and &st his seat, 

That bears frae me the meed. 
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I '11 wear thy eolours in my eap, 

Thy pieture at my heart ; 
And he that bends not to thine eye 
Shall rue it to his smart ! 
Then tell me how to woo thee, Love, 

O, tell me how to woo thee ! 
For thy dear sake nae eare I '11 take, 
Tho ne'er another trow me. 

If gay attire delight thine eye, 

I 'U dight me in array, 
I '11 tend thy ehamber door all night, 

And sqviire thee all the day. 
If sweetest somids ean win tnine ear, 

These somids I '11 strive to eateh : 
Thy voice I '11 steal to woo thysel', 

That Yoiee that nane ean mateh. 

But if fond love thy heart ean gain, 

I never broke a vow, 
Nae maiden lays her skaith lo me, 

I never loved but you. 
For you alone I ride the ring, 

For you I wear the blue, 
For you alone I strive to sing — 
O, tell me how to woo ! 
Then tell me how to woo thee, Love, 

O, t;ell me how to woo thee ! 
For thy dear sake nae eare I '11 take, 
Tho^ ne'er another trow me. 

Grakatn of Gartmore, 
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ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE 

TOLL for the brave ! 

The brave that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore ! 

Eight hundred of the bmve, 
Whose oourage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel, 
And laid her on her side. 
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A land*breeze shook tbe shrouds, 

And ^e was oTerset ; 
Down went tbe Royal George^ 

With all her erew eomplete. 

Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 
His last sea-fight is fought ; 

His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shoek ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no roek. 

His sword was in its sheath, 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down 

With twiee four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up, 

Onee dreaded by our foes ! 
And mingle with our eup 

The tears that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may float again 
Full eharged with England's thunder, 

And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone, 

His victories are o'er, 
And he and his eight hundred 

Shall plough the wave no more. 

William Cowper. 



301 

TO MARY 

The twentieth year is well-nigh past, 
Sinee first our sky was overcast ; 
Ah, would that this might be the last, 

My Mary ! 
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Thy spirits have a £Ednter Aow, 
I see uiee daily weaker grow ; 
'Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary ! 

Thy needles, onee a shining store, 
For my sake restless hereto^ore, 
Now rust disused, and shine no more, 

My Mary ! 

For though thou gl&dlv wouldst lullul 
The same kind omee tor me still, 
Thy sight now seeonds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 

But well thou playedst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads with magie art 
Have woimd themselves about this heart, 

My Mary I 

Thy indistinet expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they eharm, whate*er the theme, 

My Mary ! 

Thy silver loeks, onee aubum bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary ! 

For, eould I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing eould I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad deeline, 
Thy hands their little force resign, 
Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Sueh feebleness of limbs thou provest, 
That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lovest, 

My Mary I 

And still to love, though prest with ill, 
In wintry age' to feel no diill, 
With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary ! 
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But ah ! by eonstant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show 
TransTonns thy smiles to looks of woe, 

My Mary ! 

And should my liiture lot be east 
Vfiih mueh resemblanee of the past, 
Thy wom-out heart will break at last, 

My Mary ! 

William Cowper. 
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THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE 

HOUSE 

And are ye sure the news is true ? 

And are ye sure he 's weel ? 
Is this a time to think of wark ? 

Ye jauds, fling hy your wheel ! 
Is this a time to thmk o' wark, 

When Golin 's at the door ? 
Gie me my eloak ! I '11 to the quay 

And see him eome ashore. 

For there's nae luek about the house, 

There 's nae luek ava, 
There 's little pleasure in the house, 

When our gudeman's awa. 

Rise up and mak' a elean fireside, 

Put on the muekle pot ! 
Gi'e little Kate her eotton gown, 

And Jock his Sunday eoat, 
And mak' their shoon as blaek as slaes, 

Their hose as white as snaw ! 
It 's a' to please my ain gudeman, 

For he s been long awa. 

There 's twa fat hens upon the bauk, 

Been fed this month and mair : 
Mak' haste and thraw their neeks about, 

That Golin weel may fare, 
And mak' the table neat and elean, 

Gar ilka thing look braw ! 
It 's a' for love of my gudeman, 

For he 's been long s^wa. 
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O, gi'e me down my bigonet, 

My bishop satin gown, 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Golin 's eome to town. 
My Sunday's shoon they maun gae on, 

My hose o' pearl blue ! 
'Tis a* to please my ain gudeman, 

For he s baith leal and true. 

Sae true his words, sae smooth his speeeh, 

His breath 's like ealler air ! 
His very foot has musie in 't, 

As he eomes up the stair. 
And will I see his ^siee again ? 

And will I hear him speak? 
I 'm downright diz2y wiui the thought, — 

In troth, I 'm like to greet. 

For there 's nae luek about the house, 

There 's nae luek ava, 
There 's little pleasure in the house, 

When our gudeman *s awa. 

William /ulius Miekle, 



AULD ROBIN GRAY 

When the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye at hame, 
And a' the warld to rest are gane, 
The waes o' my heart fa' in showers firae my e'e, 
While my gudeman lies sound by me. 

Young Jamie lo'ed me weel, and sought me for his bride, 
But saving a eroun he had naething else beside : 
To make the eroun a pund, young Jamie gaed to sea, 
And the eroun and the pund were baith for me. . 

He hadna been awa a week but only twa, 
When my iather brak his arm, and the eow was stown awa ; 
My mother she fell siek, and my Jamie at the sea — 
And auld Robin Gray eame a-eourtin' me. 

My &ther eouldna work, and my mother eouldna spin ; 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I eouldna win ; 
Auld Rob maintained them baith, and wi' tears in his e'e 
Said : — * j€;nnie, for their sakes, O, marry me I ' 
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My hent it sud uy ; I look'd for Jainie baek : 
Bot the wiod it blew bigli, and tlie slup it wms a wraek ; 
His ship it was a wnek ... Why diema Jaiiue dee ? 
Or wby do I li^e to oy Wae 's ine ? 

My iaiher oigit sair : my mother didna speak, 
Bat sbe look'd in my £iioe dll my heait was like to bmik : 
They gi'ed him my hand« bat my beart was at the sea, 
Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only fbur, 
When, moumiu' as I sat on the stane at the door, 
I saw my Jamie's wraith, for I eouldna think it he — 
Till he said : — * I 'm eome hame to marry thee.' 

O, sair, sair did we greet, and muekle did we say ; 
We took but ae kiss, and I bad him eang away ; 
I wish that I were dead, but I 'm no like to dee, 
And why was I bom to say Wae 's me ! 

I gang like a ghaist, and I earena to spin ; 
I dauma think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin ; 
But I 'II do my best a gude wife ay to be, 
For auld Robin Gray, he is kind unto me. 

Lady Anne Lindiay, 
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TO SPRING 

O THOU with dewy loeks, who lookest down 
Through the elear windows of the morning, turn 
Thine angel eyes upon our westem isle, 
Whieh in ^ll ehoir hails thy approaeh, O Spring I 

The hills tell eaeh other, and the listening 
Yalleys hear ; all our longing eyes are tumed 
Up to thy bright pavilions : issue forth, 
And let thy holy leet visit our elime ! 

Come o'er the eastem hills, and let our windH 
Kiss thy perfumM {^armenti ; let us taste 
Thy mom and evemng breath ; seatter thy pearb 
Upon our Iovesick land that moums for tnee \ 
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O, deek her forth with thy feir iingers ; pour 
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put 
Thy golden erown upon her languished head, 
Whose modest tresses were bound up for thee I 

William Blake. 
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HOW SWEET I ROAMED 

How sweet I roamed firom field to field, 

And tasted all the summer's pride, 
Till I the Prinee of Love beheld 

Who in the sunny beams did glide ! 

He showed me Klies for my hair, 

And blushing roses for my brow ; 
He led me through his gardens iair 

Where all his golden pleasures grow. 

With sweet May-dews my wings were wet, 

And Phoebus fired my vocal rage ; 
He eaught me in his silken net, 

And shut me in his golden eage. 

He loves to sit and hear me sing ; 

Then, laughing, sports and pla^rs with me ; 
Then stretehes out my golden wing, 

And moeks my loss of liberty. 

William Blake, 
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MY SILKS AND FINE ARRAY 

My silks and fine array, 
My smiles and languished air, 

By love are driven away ; 
And mourniul lean Despair 

Brings me yew to deek my grave : 

Sueh end true lovers have t 

His &ce is £ur as heaven 
When springing buds unfold : 

O, why to him was 't given, 
Whose heart is wintry eold ? 
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His breast is Iove's all-worshipped tomb, 
Where all love's pilgrims eome. 

Brin^ me an axe and spade, 

Bnng me a winding-sheet ; 
When I my grave have made, 

Let winds and tempests beat ; 
Then down I '11 lie, as eold as elay — 
True love doth pass away I 

WilUam Blake, 



TO MEMORY 

Memo&y, hither eome, 

And tune your merry notes, 
And, while upon the wind 

Your musie Aoats, 
1 11 pore upK)n the stream 
Where signing lovers dream, 
And fish for mneies, as they pass 
Within the watery glass. 

I '11 drink of the elear stream, 

And hear the linnets' song, 
And there 1 11 lie and dream 

The day along ; 
And, when night eomes, 1 11 go 
To plaees fit for woe, 
Walking along the darkened valley 
With silent Melaneholy» 

William Bktke. 
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TO THE MUSES 

Whbther on Ida's shady brow 
Or in the ehambers of the East, 

The ehambers of the Sun, that now 
From aneient melody have eeased 
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Whether in heaven ye wander fair, 
Or the green eomers of the earth, 

Or the blue r^ons of the air 
Where the melodious winds have birth ; 

"Whether on erystal roeks ye rove, 

Beneath the bosom of the sea 
Wandering in many a eoral grove : 

Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry, 

How have you left the aneient lovc 
That bards of old enjoyed in you ! 

The languid strings do seareely movc, 
The sound is forced, the notes are few. 

William Blake, 



A SONG OP SINGING 

PiPiNG down the valleys wild, 

Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a eloud I saw a ehild, 

And he laughing said to me : — 

*• Pipe a song about a Lamb ! ' 
So I piped with merry eheer. 

* Piper, pipe that song again.' 

So I piped : he wept to hear. 

* Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe ; 

Sing thy songs of happy eheer ! ' 
So I sang the same again, 
While he wept with joy to hear. 

' Piper, sit thee down and write 

In a book, that all may read.' 
So he vanished from my sight ; 

And I plueked a hollow reed, 

And I made a rural pen, 

And I stained the water elear, 
And'I wrote my happy songs 

Every ehild may joy to hear. 

William Blake. 
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THE SICK ROSE 

O ROSB, thou art siek ! 

The invisible wonn, 
That flies in the night, 

In the howling storm, 

Has found out thy bed 

Of arimson joy, 
And his dark seeret love 

Does thy life destroy. 
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William Blake, 
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THE ANGEL 

I DREAM T a dream ! What ean it mean ? 
And that I was a maiden Queen 
Guarded by an Angel mild : 
Witless woe was ne'er beguiled I 

And I wept both night and day, 
And he wiped my tears away ; 
And I wept both day and night, 
And hid from him my heart's delight. 

So he took his wings, and Aed. 
Then the mom blushed rosy red ; 
I dried my tears, and armed my fears 
With ten thousand shields and spears. 

Soon my Angel eame again ; 
I was armed, he eame in vain ; 
For the time of youth was fled, 
And grey hairs were on my head. 

William Blake. 
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THE TIGER 

TiGER, tiger, buming bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could irame thy fearful symmetry ? 

S 
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In what distant deqi6 or 
Bomt the fiie of thme eyes? 
On what wn^ dare he aspiie ? 
What the hand dare seize the fire ? 

And what shoolder and what art 
Goiild twist the sinews of thy heart ? 
Andy when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and m^at dread ieet ? 

What the hammer ? idiat the ehain ? 
In what fiimace was thy beain ? 
What the anyil? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors dasp ? 

When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears, 
Did he smile his wotU to see ? 
Did he who made the lamb make thee ? 

Tiger, tiger, bnming bdg^t 
In the forest5 of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearfiil symmetry? 

mmam BtaJ^, 

THE SUNPLOWER 

Ah ! SnnBower, weary of time, 
Who eoontest the steps of the son, 

Seeking aiter that sweet golden dime 
Where the traveller's joomey is done ; 

Where the Yooth pined away with desire, 
And the pale viigin shrooded in snow, 

Arise firom their graves, and aspire 
Where my Soi^ower wishes to go ! 

William Blake. 
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GRADLE SONG 

Slbbp, sleep, beanty bright, 
Dreaming in the jqys of night ! 
Sleep, sleep ; in thy sleep 
Little sorrows sit and weep. 
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Sweet babe, in thy &ce 
Soft desires I ean traee, 
Seeret joys and seeret smiles, 
Little pretty infeint wiles. ^ 

As thy soltest limbs I feel, 
Smiles as of the moming steal 
O'er thy dieek, and o'er thy breast 
Where thy Uttle heart doth rest. 

O, the eunning wiles that ereep 
In thy little heart asleep ! 
When thy little heart doth wake, 
Then the dreadlul light shall break. 

Wmiam Blakf. 

3IS 
OF A' THE AIRTS 

Of a' the airts the wind ean blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonie lassie lives, 

The lassie I lo'e best :• 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

And monie a hill between, 
But day and night my £uicy's Aight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy Aowers, 

I see her sweet and ^Edr. 
I hear her in the tuneiu' birds, 

I hear her eharm the air. 
There 's not a bonie Aower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green, 
There 's not a bonie bird that sings, 

But minds me o' my Jean. 

Robert Burns, 
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THE HAPPY TRIO 

We are na fou, we 're no that fou, 

But just a drappie in our ee : 
The eoek may eraw, the day may daw, 

And aye we 'U taste the barley bree. 
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O, WiLLiB brew'd a peek o' maut, 

And Rob and Allan eam to see : 
Three bl^rther hearts, that lee-lang night, 

Ye wad na find in Christendie. 

Here are we met, three merry boys, 
Three merry boys, I trow, are we ; 

And monie a night we Ve merry been, 
And monie mae we hope to be ! 

It is the moon, I ken her horn, 

That's blinkin in the lift sae hie : 
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame, 

But by my sooth she 11 wait a wee ! 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A euekold, eoward loun is he ! 
Wha iirst beside his ehair shall &', 

Ile is the King among us three ! 

We are na fou, we 're no that fou, 

But just a drappie in our ee ; 
The eoek may eraw, the day may daw, 

And aye we '11 taste the barley bree. 

Robert Bums, 



JOHN ANDERSOM MY J0 

JOHN Andbrson my jo, John, 

When we were iirst acquent, 
Your loeks were like the raven, 

Your bonie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is beld, John, 

Your loeks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your irosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We elamb the mll die^ther, 
And monie a eanty day, John, 

We *ve had wi' ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand and hand we '11 go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Andeiion my jo. 

Roberi Pnms, 
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O, LEEZE ME ON MY SPINNIN WHEEL 

O, LBEZE me on my spinnin wheel ! 
O9 leeze me on my roek and reel, 
Frae tap to tae that eleeds me bien, 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 
I '11 set me down and sing and spin, 
While laigh deseends the simmer sun, 
Blest wi' eontent, and milk and meal — 
O, leeze me on my spinnin wheel ! 

On ilka hand the bumies trot, 
And meet below my theekit eot ; 
The seented birk and hawthom white 
Aeross the pool their arms unite, 
Alike to sereen the birdie's nest 
And little fishes' ealler rest ; 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel', 
Where bl)rthe I tum my spinnin wheel. 

On lofty aiks the eushats wail, 
And Eeho eons the doolfu' tale. 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival ither's lays. 
The eraik amang the claver hay, 
The paitriek whirring o'er ^he ley, 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel, 
Amuse me at my spinnin wheel. 

Wi' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below env/, 
O, wha wad leave this humble state, 
For a' the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid the naring, idle to^rs, 
Amid their eumbrous, dmsome jo3^, 
Can they the peaee and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinnin wheel ? 

Robert Bums, 

TAM GLEN 

My heart is a breaking, dear tittie, 
Some eounsel unto me eome l^n'. 

To anger them ji* is a pity — 
But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 
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I 'm thinking, wi' sie a braw feUow, 
In poortith I might mak a fen' ; 

What eare I in riehes to wallow, 
If I maunna marry Tam Glen ? 

There 's LoMrrie the laird o' Dumeller, 
' Guid'day to you,' brute ! he eomes ben. 

He brags and he blaws o' his siller, 
But when will he danee like Tam Glen ? 

My minnie does eonstantly deave me, 
And bids me beware o' young men : 

They Aatter, she says, to deceive me ; 
But wha ean thii^ sae o' Tam-Glen ? 

My daddie says, gin I '11 forsake him, 
He '11 gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But, if it s ordain'd I maun take him, 
O, wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Yalentines' dealing, 
My heart to my mou ^ed a sten : 

For thriee I drew ane without failing, 
And thriee it was written, Tam Glen. 

The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken : 

His likeness eam up the house staukin — 
And the very grqr breeks o' Tam Glen ! 

Come eounsel, dear tittie, don't tarry ! 

I '11 gie you my bonie blaek hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



Robert Burm^ 
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BONIE DOON 

Ye Aowery banks o' bonie Doon, 
How ean ye blume sae fair ! 

How ean ye ehant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu' o' eare ! 
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Thou 'lt break my heart, thou bonie bird, 

That sings upon the bough : 
Thou min£ me o' the happy days, 

When my £ause luve was true. 

Thou 'lt break my heart, thou bonie bird, 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang, 

And wist na o' my fete. 

* 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 

To see the woadbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve, 

And sae did I a mine. 

Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Frae aff its thomy tree ; 
And my &.use luver stole my rose, 

But left the thom wi' me. 

Robert Bttms. 



GO FETCH TO ME 

Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine, 

An' iill it in a silver tassie, 
That I may drink before I go 

A service to my bonie lassie ! 
The boat roeks at the pier o' Leith, 

Fu' loud the wind blaws irae the ferry, 
The ship rides by the Berwiek-law, 

And I maun leave my bonie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are rank^ ready, 
The shouts o' war are heard aiar, 

The battle eloses thiek and bloody. 
But it 's no the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry, 
Nor shout o' war that 's heard afar — 

It 's Ieaving thee, my bonie Mary I 

Robert Bums, 
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O MAY, THY MORN 

O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet» 
As the mirk night o' Deeember ; 

For spaxkling was the rosy wine, 
And private was the ehamber ; 

And dear was she I dare na name, 
But I will aye remember ! 

And here 's to them, tbat, like oursel, 

Can push about the jorum ! 
And here 's to them tlmt wish us weel — 

May a' that's guid wateh o*er them ! 
And here 's to them we dare na tell, 

The dearest o' the quorum ! 



Robert Burns. 



THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE O'T 

O, WHA my babie-elouts will buy ? 
Wha will tent me when I ery ? 
Wha will kiss me whare I lie ? — 
The rantin dog the daddie o 't ! 

Wha will own he did the faut ? 
Wha will buy the groanin maut ? 
Wha will tell me how to ea't ? — 
The rantin dog the daddie o 't ! 

When I mount the ereepie-ehair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair — 
The rantin dog the daddie o 't ! 

Wha will eraek to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me iidgin &un ? 
Wha will kiss me o'er again ? — 
The rantin dog the daddie o 't ! 

Robert Bums. 
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THE GOWDEN LOCKS 0F ANNA 

Yestreen I had a pint o' wine, 

A plaee where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden loeks of Anna. 
The hun^[ry Jew in wildemess 

Rejoicmg o'er his manna 
Was naethmg to my hinny bliss 

Upon the Hps of Anna. 

Ye monarehs, tak the east and west, 

Frae. Indus to Savannah ! 
Gie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna : 
There I 'U despise imperial eharms, 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dying raptures in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa, thou Aaunting god o' day ! 

Awa, thou pale Diana ! 
Ilk star, ^ mde thy twinkling ray, 

When I 'm to meet my Anna ! 
Come, in thy raven plumage, night, 

Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a', 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transports wi' my Anna ! 

The kirk and state may join, and tell 

To do sueh things I mauima : 
The kirk and state may gae to hell, 

And I 'U gae to my Anna ! 
She is the sunshine o' my ee, 

To Uve but her I eanna. 
Had I on earth but wishes three, 

The first should be my Anna. 

Robert Burns. 
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THE RIGS O* BARLEY 

Com rigs, an' barley rigs, 
An' eom rigs are bonie : 

I *11 ne*er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

When eom rigs are bonie, 
Beneath the moon's mielouded light 

I held awa to Annie. 
The time flew by wi' tentless heed, 

Till, 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed 

To see me thro* the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still, 

The moon was shining elearly ; 
I set her down wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 
I kent her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov'd her most sineerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

I loek'd her in my fond embraee, 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My blessings on that happy pkee, 

Amang me rigs o' barley ! 
But, by the moon and stars so bright 

That shone that hour so elearly, 
She ay shall bless that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 

« 
I hae been blythe wi' eomrades dear, 

I hae been merry drinking, 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear, 

I hae been happy thinking : 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho' three times doubl'd &irly, 
That happy night was worth them a', 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 
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Corn rigs, an' barley rigs, 

An' eom rigs fere bonie : 
I '11 ne'er forget that happ^ night, 

Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 

Robert Burns. 
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GREEN GROW THE RASHES 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend, 

Are spent amang the lasses, O ! 

There 's nought but eare on ev'ry han', 

In every hour that passes, O : 
What signifies the life o* man, 

An' 'twere na for the lasses, O ? 

The warly raee may riehes ehase, 
An' riehes still may fly them, O, 

An' Uio' at last they eateh them fest, 
Their hearts ean ne'er enjoy them, O ; 

But gie me a eanny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, O, 
An' warly eares, an' warly men, 

May a gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

For you sae douee, ye sneer at this, 
Ye 're nought but senseless asses, O : 

The wisest man the warl' saw, 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O ! 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she elasses, O : 

Her prentiee han' she tried on man, 
And then she made the lasses, O. 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend, 

Are spent amang the lasses, O ! 

Robert Burns. 
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AULD LANG SYNE 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne, 
We '11 tak a eup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to min' ? 
Should auld acquamtance be forgot, 

And days o' lang syne ? 

We twa hae rin about the braes, 

And pu'd the gowans fine ; 
But weVe wandered monie a weary foot 

Sin auld lang syne. 

We twa hae paidl't i' the bum, 

Frae mormn sun till dine ; 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd 

Sin auld lang s^me. 

And here 's a hand, my trusty fiere, 

And gie 's a hand o' thine, 
And we '11 tak a right guid-willie waught 

For auld lang syne ! 

And surely ye'U be your pint-stowp, 

And surely I '11 be mine ] 
And we '11 tak a eup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne ! 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang s^me, 
We '11 tak a eup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 

Robert Bums, 
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DOES HAUGHTY GAUL INYASION THREAT 

DOBS haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the loons beware, Sir, 
There 's wooden walls upon our seas, 

And Yolunteers on shore, Sir. 



J 
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The Nith ^iall nm to Gorsineon, 

And Crifiel sink to Solway, 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 

O, let us not like snarling tykes 

In wrangling be divided, 
Till, slap ! eome in an mieo loon 

And wi' a rung dedde it ! 
Be Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united, 
For neyer but by British hands 

Maun British wrangs be righted ! 



The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

Perhaps a elout may £eu1 in 't ; 
But deil a foreisn tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca a nail in 't. 
Our fathers' bluid the kettle bought, 

And wha wad dare to spoil it, 
By heaven, the saerilegious dog 

Shall fuel be to boil it ! 



The wreteh that wad a tyrant own, 
' And the wreteh his true-bom brother, 
Who would set the mob aboon the throne, 

May they be daomed together ! 
Who wiU not sing God sazfe the King, 

Shall hang as high 's the. steeple ; 
But while we sing God save the Kingy 
We 'll ne'er forget the people. 

Robert Bnms, 
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O, MY LUYE'S LIKE A RED, RED ROSE 

O, MY luve 's like a red, red rose 
That 's newly sprung in June ! 

O, my luve 's like the melodie 
That 's sweetly played in tune ! 



i 
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As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 

So deep in luve am I, 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a* the seas gang dry : 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the roeks melt wi' the sun ! 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o' lire shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only Iuve, 
And fare thee weel awhile ! 

And I will eome again, my luve, 
Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 



Rohert Burns, 



M*PHERSON'S PAREWELL 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntmgly gaed he, 
He play'd a spring and dane'd it round, 

Below the gallows tree. 

Farewbll, ye dun^eons dark and strong, 

The wreteh's destmie ! 
M'Pherson's time will not be long 

On yonder gallows tree. 

O, what is death but parting breath ? 

On monie a bloody plain 
I 've dar'd his £Eu:e, and in this plaee 

I seom him yet again ! 

Untie these bands from ofF my hands, 

And bring to me my sword, 
And there 's no a man in all Seotland, 

But I II brave him at a word ! 

I 've Iived a Iife of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treaeherie : 
It bums my heart I must depart, 

And not aveng^ be. 
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Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright, 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May eoward shame distain his name, 

The wreteh that dares not die ! 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he, 
He play*d a spring and danc*d it round, 

Below the gallows tree. 

Rohert Bums, 



GHARLIE HE'S MY DARLING 

An' Gharlie he 's my darling, 
My darling, my darling ! 
Gharlie he 's my darling, 
The Young Chevalier I 

'TWAS on a Monday moming, 

Right early in the year, 
That Gharlie eam* to our town, 

The Young Chevalier ! 

As he was walking up the street 

The dty for to view, 
O, there he spied a bonie lass 

The window lookin' through. 

Sae light 's he jimp^ up the stair, 

An' tirled at the pin I 
An' wha sae ready as hersel 

To let the laddie in ? 

He set his Jenny on his knee, 
A' in his Highland dress ; 

For brawlie weel he ken'd ^e way 
To please a lassie best. 

It 's up yon heathery mountain, 
An' down yon seroggy glen, 

We daur na gang a-milklng 
For eharlie an' his men ! 

An' eharlie he 's my darling, 
My darling, my darling ! 
eharlie he 's my darling, 
The Young Chevalier ! 
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MARY MORISON 

O Mary, at thy window be — 
It is the wish'd, the trysted hour I 

Those smiles and glanees let me see, 
i That make the miser's treasure poor ! 

How blythely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slaye nae sun to sun, 
Gould I the rieh reward seeure, 

The loveIy Mary Morison ! 

Yestreen, when to the trembling string 
The danee gaed thro' the hghted ha', 
-' — To thee my £uu7 took its wing, 

I sat, but ndther heard nor saw : 
Tho' this was &ir, and that was braw, 

And ^on the toast of a' the town, 
I sigh'd, and said amang them a':— 

* Ye are na Mary Morison.' 

O Mary, eanst thou wreek his peaee, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or eanst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only ^ut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou wilt na gie, 
At least be pity to me shown : 

A thought ungentle eanna be 
The thought o' Mary Morison. 

Robert Bums, 
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THE PAREWELL 

It was a' for our rightlii' King 
We left fair Seotland's strand : 

It was a' for our rightiu' King 
We e'er saw Irisn land, 
My dear — 
We e'er saw Irish land. 



-jr 
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Now a' is done that men ean do, 

And a* is done in vain, 
My love and native land farewell, 

For I maun eross the main, 
My dear — 

For I maun eross the main. 

He tum*d him right and romid about 

Upon the Irish shore, 
And gae his bridle-reins a shake, 

With adieu for evermore, 
My dear — 

With adieu for evermore. 

The sodger irom the wars returos, 

The sulor firae the main ; 
But I hae parted frae my love, 

Never to meet again, 
Mydear — 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is eome, 

And a' folk bound to sleep, 
I think on him that 's far awa, 

The lee-lang night,. and weep, 
My dear--' 

The lee-lang night, and weep. 

Robert Bums, 
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LUCY 

Shb dwelt amon|g the untrodden wb]^ 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 

And very few to love : 

A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye ! 
— Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived imknown, and few eould know 

When Luey eeased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and, O, 

The difference to me ! 

William Wordsworth. 

T 
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335 
TO THE eUGKOO 

BLITHB New-comer ! I have heard, 

1 heax thee and rejoice. 

Guekoo 1 shall I eall thee Bird, 
Or but a wandering voice ? 

While I am lying on the grass 
Thy twofold shout I hear : 
From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At onee £eu: ofF and near. 

Though babbling only to the Vale 
Of sunshine and of Aowers, 
Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of ^isionaiy hours. 

Thriee weleome, darling of the Spring ! 

£ven yet thou art to me 

No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery : 

The same whom in my sehoolboy days 

1 listened to ; that Cry 

Whieh made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the g^een ; 
And thou wert still a hope, a love — 
Still longed for, never seen. 

And I ean listen to thee yet ; 
Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird ! the earth we paee 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, &ery plaee : 
That is fit home for thee ! 



William Wordsworth. 
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SHfE WAS A PHANTOM 

She was a Phantom of delight 
When first she ^leamed upon my sight ; 
A lovely Appantion, sent 
To be a moment's omament ; 
Her eyes as stars of Twilight ^iir, 
Like Twilight's, too, her diisky hair ; 
But all thi^^ else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful Dawn ; 
A dandng Shape, an Image gay, 
To haimt, to startle, and way-lay. 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and Aree, 

And steps of virgin-liberty ; 

A eountenanee in whieh did meet 

Sweet reeords, promises as sweet ; 

A Greature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Pndse, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eyes serene 
The very pulse of the maehine ; 
A Being breathing thoughtliil breath, 
A traveller between life and death ; 
The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Enduranee, foresight, strength, and skill ; 
A perfect Woman, nobly pUinned, 
To wam, to comfort, and eommand ; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
^y^th something of angelie lignt. 

William Wordswortk. 
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ODE 

Therb was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 

The earth, and every eommon sight, 

To me did seem 

Apparelled in eelestial light, 

The glory and the fireshness of a dream. 
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It is not now as it hath been of yore : 

Tum wheresoe'er I may, 

By night or da^, 

The things whidi I have seen I now ean see no more. 

The Rainbow eomes and goes, 

And lovely is the Rose ; 

The Moon doth with delight 

Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 

Waters on a starry night 

Are beautiful and &ir ; 

The Sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know, where'er I go, 

That there hath passed away a glory from the earth. 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while the young lambs bound 

As to the tabor s sound, 

To me alone there eame a thought of grief : 

A timely utteranee gave that thought relief, 

And I again am strong : 

The eataraets Uow their trumpets from the steep ; 

No more shall grief of mine the season wrong ; 

I hear the Eehoes through the moimtains throng, 

The Winds eome to me from the fields of sleep, 

And all the earth is gay : 

Land and Sea 

Give themselves up to iollity, 

And with the heart of May 

Doth every Beast keep holiday ; 

ThouChildof Joy,. 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy 

Shepherd-boy 1 

Ye blessed Greatures, I have heard the eall 

Ye to eaeh other make ; I see 

The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festi^, 

My head hath its eoronal, 

The iulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all, 

O evil day ! if I were sullen 

While Eairth herself is adoming, 

This sweet May-moming, 

And the ehildren are euUing 

On every side, 

In a thousand valleys £ur and wide, 

Fresh Aowers ; while the sun shines warm. 
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And the Babe leaps up on his mother's arm : — 

I hear, I hear, with joy I hear I 

— But there *s a Tree, of many, one, 

A smgle Field whieh I have looked upon, 

Both of them speak of something that is gone : 

The Pansy at my feet 

Doth the same tale repeat : 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting : 

The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And eometh firom a&r : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing elouds of glory do we eome 

From God, who is our home : 

Heaven lies about us in our in£uicy i 

Shades of the p>ri5on-house b^in to elose 

Upon the growing Boy, 

But He b^olds &e light, and whenee it flows, 

He sees it in his joy ; 

The Youth, who daily further £rom the east 

Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 

And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away, 

And &ude into the light of eommon day. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 

Yeamings she hath in her own natural kind, 

And even with something of a Mother's mind, 

And no unworthy aim, 

The homely Nurse doth all she ean 

To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 

Forget the glories he hath known, 

And that imperial palaee whenee he eame. 

Behold the Ghild among his new-bom blisses, 
A six years' Darling of a pigmy size ! 
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's Idsses, 
With light upon him firom his lather's eyes ! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or ehart, 
Some firagment firom his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-leamed art ; 
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A wedding or a festival, 

A moaming or a iuneral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 

And unto this he irames his song : 

Then will he fit his tongue 

To diale^es of business, love, or strife : 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 

The Uttle Aetor eons another part ; 

Filling firom time to time his ' humorous stage 

With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 

That Life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 

Thou, whose exterior semblanee doth belie 
Thy Soul's immensity ; 
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the etemal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the etemal mind, — 
Mighty Prophet 1 Seer blest ! 
On whom those truths do rest, 
Whieh we are toiling all our lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o*er a Slave, 
A Presenee whieh is not td be put by ; 
Thou little Ghild, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-bom freedom on thy bemg's height, 
Why with sueh eamest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight, 
And eustom lie upon thee with a weight 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as liie ! 

O joy ! that in our embers 

Is something that doth live, 

That nature yet remembers 

What was so fugitive ! 

The thought of our past years in me doth breed 

Perpetual benedietion : not indeed 

For that whieh is most worthy to be blest ; 

Delight and liberty, the simple ereed 

Of Ghildhood, whether busy or at rest. 
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With new-Aedged hope still Auttering in his breast — 

Not for these I raise 

The sons of thanks and praise ; 

But for mose obstinate ouestionings 

Of sense and outward thmgs, 

Pallings from us,'vanishings, 

Blank misgivings of a Greature 

Moving about in worlds not realised, 

Hish instinets before whieh our mortal Nature 

Did tremble like a guilt^ thing surprised : < 

But for thos^ first a2fections, , 

Those shadowy reeolleetions, 

Whieh, be they what they may, 

Are yet the fountain light of all our day, 

Are yet a master light of all our seeing, 

Uphold us, eherish, and have power to make ] 

Our noisy years seem moments in the being 

Of the etemal Silenee : truths that wake ^ 

To perish never, 1 

Whieh neither listlessness nor mad endeavour, < 

Nor Man nor Boy, 

Nor all that is at enmity with joy, I 

Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 

Henee in a season of ealm weather, * 

Though inland {ax we be, 

Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea 

Whieh brought us hither, ^ 

Can in a moment travel thither, ^ 

And see the Ghildren spoit upon the shore, • 

And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore 

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song ! * 

And let the voung Lam^ bound 

As to the tabor's sound I 

We in thought will join your throng, 

Ye that pipe and ye that play, 

Ye that Uirough your hearts to-day 

Feel the gladness of the May ! 

What though the radianee whieh was onee so bright 

Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

Though nothing ean bring baek the hour 

Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the Aower ; 

We will grieve not, rather find 

Strength in what remains behind ; 

In the primal sympathy 

Whieh having been must ever be ; 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
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Out of human sufferiiig ; 

In the &ith that looks through death, 

In years diat brmg the philosophie mind. 

And O ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and 'Groyes, 

Koreboae not any severing of our loves ! 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 

I only have relinquished one delight 

To live beneath your more habitual sway. 

I love the Brooks, whieh down th»r d^annels fret, 

Even more than when I tripped lightly as they : 

The innoeent brightness of a new-bom Day 

Is lovely yet ; 

The eiouds that gather round the setting sun 

Do take a sober eolouring from an eye 

That hath kept wateh o'er man's mortality ; 

Another raee hath been, and other palms are won. 

Thanks to the human heart by whieh we live, 

Thanks to its tendemess, its joys, and fears, 

To me the meanest Aower that blows ean give 

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

Willtam Wordsworth, 



HUNTING SONG 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns the day, 

All the jolly ehase is here, 

^y^th hawk, and horse, and hunting spear ! 

Hounds are in their eouples yelling, 

Hawks are whistlin|;, homs are knelHng, 

Merrily, merrily, mmgle they : — 

*■ Waken, lords and ladies gay.' 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain gjrey, 

Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming : 

And foresters have busy been, 

To traek the buek in thieket green ; 

Now we eome to ehant our lay : — 

' Waken, lords and ladies gay.' 
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Waken, lords and ladies gay, 
To the greenwood haste away ; 
We ean show you where he lies, 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We ean show the marks he made, 
When 'gainst the oak his antlers fray'd ; 
You shall see him brought to bay — 
Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

Louder, louder, ehant the lay, 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 

Tell them youth, and mu^, and glee, 

Run a eourse as well as we. 

Time, stem huntsman ! who ean baulk, 

Staneh as hound, and Aeet as hawk : 

Think of this, and rise with day, 

Gentle lords and ladies gay. 

Sir Walter Seott. 
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PIBROGH OF DONALD DHU 

PiBROGH of Donuil Dhu, 

Pibroeh of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan-Conuil. 
Come away, eome away, 

Hark to the summons ! 
Come in your war array, 

Gentles and eommons. 

Come from deep glen, and 

From mountain so roeky, 
The war-pipe and pennoh 

Are at Inverlochy. 
Come, every hill-plaid 

And true heart that wears one, 
Come, every steel blade 

And strong hand that bears one. 

Leave untended the herd, 
The flock without shelter ; 

Leave the eorpse uninterr'd, 
The bride at the altar ; 
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Leave the deer, leave the steer, 

Leave nets and barges : 
G>me with your fighting gear, 

Broadswords and targes. 

Come as the winds eome, 

When forests are rended, 
Come as the waves eome, 

When navies are stranded : 
Faster eome, £aister eome, 

Faster and £Eister, 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 

Tenant and master ! 

Fast they eome, fest they eome ; 

See how they gather ! 
Wide waves the eagle plume, 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forwara, eadi man, set ! 
Kbroeh of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset ! 

Sir Walier Seott. 



PROUD MAISIE 

Proud Maisie is in the wood, 

Walking so early ; 
Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 

Singing so rarely. 

* Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I marry me ? ' — 

* When six braw gentlemen 

Kirkward shall earry ye.' 

' Who makes the bridal bed, 
Birdie, say truly ? ' — 

* The grey-headed sexton 

That delves the grave duly. 

* The glow-worm o'er grave and stone 

Shall light thee steady ; 
The owl from the steeple sing : — 
** Weleome, proud lady ! " ' 

Sir Walter Seott, 
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eORONAGH 

Hb is gone on the mountain, 

He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain, 

When our need was the sorest. 
The font, reappearing, 

From the rain-drops shall borrow, 
But to us eomes no oieering, 

To Dunean no morrow ! 

The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary, 
But the voice of the weeper 

Wails manhood in glory. 
The autuinn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are serest, 
But our Aower was in Aushing, 

When blighting was nearest. 

Fieet foot on the eorrei, 

Sage eounsei in eumber, 
Red nand in the foray, 

How sound is thy slumber ! 
Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river, 
Like the bubbie on the fountain, 

Thou art gone, and for ever. 

Sir Walter Seott, 



BRIGNALL BANKS 

O, Brignall banks are wild and iair, 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there, 

Would graee a summer queen ; 
And as I rode by Dalton Hall, 

Beneath the turrets high, 
A Maiden on the eastle wall 

Was singing merrily : — 
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< O, Brignall banks are firesh and &ir, 
And Greta woods are green ! 

I*d rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign onr English Queen.* — 

' If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me 

To leave both tower and town, 
Thou first must guess what life lead we, 

That dwell by dale and down ? 
And if thou eanst that riddle read, 

As read fidl well you may, 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed 

As blithe as Queen of May.' — 

Yet sung she : — ' Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are green ! 
I'd rather rove with Edmund there 

Than reign our English Queen. 

* I read you, by your bugle hom 

And by your pal£rey good, 
I read you for a raneer swom, 

To keep the king's greenwood.' — 
' A Ranger, lady, winds his hom, 

And 'tis at peep of light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mom, 

And mine at dead of night.' — 

Yet sung she : — ' Br^^nall banks are ^r, 

And Greta woods are gay ; 
I would I were with Edmund there 

To reign his Queen of May ! 

' With bumish'd brand and musketoon 

So gallantly you eome, 
I read you for a bold Dragoon, 

That lists the tuek of dnun.' — 
' I list no more the tuek of drum, 

No more the trampet hear ; 
But when the beetle sounds hiis hum, 

My eomrades take the spear. 

^And, O ! though Brignall banks be fair, 

And Greta woods hi pay, 
Yet miekle must the maiden dare, 

Would reign my Queen of May ! 
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* Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I '11 die t 
The fiend, whose lantem Kghts the mead, 

Were better mate than iT 
And when I 'm with my eomrades met, 

Beneath the greenwdod bough, 
What onee we were we all forget, 

Nor think what we are now.' 

Yet Brignall banks are fresh and feir, 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there 

Would graee a summer queen. 

Sir Walter SeoU. 



343 
WHERE SHALL THE LOVER REST 

Where shall the lover rest, 

Whom the feites sever 
From his true maiden's breast, 

Partedfor ever? 
Where through groves deep send high 

Sounds the fer billow, 
Where early violets die 

Under the willow. 

Eleu loro ! Soft shall be his pillow ! 

There through the summer day 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempest's sway, 

Searee are boughs waving ; 
There thy rest shalt thou take, 

Parted for eyer, 
Never again to wake, 

Never, O never ! 

Eleu loro I Never, O never ! 

Where shall the traitor rest, 

He, the deceiver, 
Who eould win maiden's breast, 

Ruin, and leave her? 
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In the lost battle, 

BoTDe down hy the ^ii^ 
Where mingles war*s lattle 

With groaDS of the dying. 

EUuhro! There shall he be lyii^ ! 

Her wing shall the eag^ flap 

O'er the false-bcarted ; 
His wann blood the wolf shall lap, 

Ere life be j)arted ; 
Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever ; 
Ble^ing shall hallow it, — 

Never, O never ! 

Eleu loro! Never, O never ! 

Sir WaUerSeott. 



344 
TIME 

* Why sitt'st thou by that ruin'd hall, 

Thou aged earle so stem and grey ? 
Dost thou its former pride reeall, 
Or ponder how it passed away ! ' — 

* Know'st thou not me ? ' the Deep Voice eried, 

* So long enjo3r^d, so oft misused — 
Altemate, in Uiy fickle pride, 
Desired, negleeted, and aeeused ? 

' Before my breath, like blazing flax, 

Man and his marvels pass away, 
And ehanging empires wane and wax, 

Are found^, Aourish, and deeay ! 

* Redeem mine hours — the spaee is brief— 

While in my glass the sand-grains shiver, 
And measureless thy joy or grief, 
When TiMB and tnou shall part for ever ! ' 

Sir WalterSeotL 
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DONALD CAIRD 

Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Tell the news in bmgh and glen, 
Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 

DoNALD Gaird ean lilt and sing, 
Blithely danee the Highland fling, 
Drink till the gudeman be blind, 
Fleech till the gudewife be kind, 
Houp a l^lin, elout a pan, 
Or eraek a pow wi' ony man : 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Gaird 's eome again. 

Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Gaird 's eome again. 

Donald Gaird ean wire a maukin, 
Kens the wiles o' dun-deer staukm', 
Leisters kipper, makes a shiit 
To shoot a muir-fowl in the drift. 
Water-bailiffs, rangers, keepers, 
He ean wauk when they are sleepers. 
Not for bountith or reward 
Daur ye mell wi' Donald Gaird ! 

Donald Gaird 's eome ^;ain ! 
Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Gar the ba^ipes hum amain, 
Donald Gaird s eome again. 

Donald Gaird ean drink a gill 
Fast as hostler-wife ean fill ; 
Ilka ane that sells gude liquor 
Kens how Donald bends a bieker ; 
When he 's fou he 's stout and sauey, 
Keeps the eantle o' the eawsey ; 
Hieland chief and Lawland Isurd 
Maun gie room to Donald Gaird ! 
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Donaid Gaird 's eome again ! 
Donaid Gaird 's eome again ! 
Tell the news in bnigh and glen, 
Donald Gaird 's eome again. 

Steek the amrie, loek the kistt 
Else some |;ear may weel be mis't ; 
Donald Gaird finds orra things 
Where Allan Gregor ^Eind the tings : 
Dmits of kebbuek, taits o' woo, 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow, 
Webs or duds fifae hedge or yard — 
^ Ware the wuddie, Donald Gaird ! 

Donald Gaird 's eome s^;ain ! 
Donald Gaird 's eome agatn } 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 

On Donald Gaird the doom was stern, 
Graig to tether, l^s to alm ; 
But Donald Gaird, wi' miekle study, 
Gaught the giit to eheat the wuddie : 
Rings of aim, aad bolts of steel, 
Fell like iee fi:ae hand and heel ! 
Wateh the sheep in fiEiuld and glen^ 
Donaid Gaird 's eome s^^ain 1 

Donald Gaird 's eome again ! 
Donaid Gaird 's eome again ! 
Dinna let the Tustiee ken 
Donald Gaird^s eome again. 



Str Walter Seoti, 



SONG 

Ah ! G>unty Guy, the hour is nigh : 

The sun has left the lea, 
The orange Aower pertooes the bower, 

The breeze is on the sea, 
The lark, his la^ who thrill'd all day, 

Sits hush'd his partner nigh : 
Breese, bird, and Aower, c(mfess the hour, 

But where is Gounty Guy? — 
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The village maid steals through the shade 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattiee high, 

Sings high-bom Cavalier ; 
The star of Love, all stars above, 

Now reigns o'er earth and sky, 
And high and low the inAuenee know — 

But where is Gounty Guy ? 

Sir Walter Seott, 
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BONNY DUNDEE 

To the Lords of Convention 'twas Claver'se who spoke : — 
^ Ere the King's erown shall fali there are erowns to be broke, 
So let eaeh Cavalier, wha loves honour and me, 
Come follow the bonnet of Bonny Dimdee. 

' Come fill up my eup, eome fill up my ean, 
Come saddle your horses, and eall up your men ; 
Come open the West Port, and let me gang firee, 
And it 's room for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee ! ' 

Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street ; 
The bells are nmg baekward, the drums they are beat ; 
But the Provost, douee man, said : — * Just e en let him be ! 
The Gude Town is weel quit of that Eleil of Dundee.' 

As he rode down the sanctified bends of the Bow, 

Ilk earline was Ayting and shaking her pow ; 

But the young plants of graee they look d eouthie and slee, 

Thinking : — ^Luek to thy bonnet, thou Bonny Dundee ! 

With sour-featured Whigs the Grassmarket was eramm'd, 
As if half the West had set trj^t to be hang'd ; 
There was spite in eaeh look, there was fear in eaeh e'e, 
As they wateh'd for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee. 

These eowls of Kilmamoek had spits, and had spears 
And lang-hafted gullies to kill Cavaliers ; 
But they shrunk to elose-heads, and the eauseway was firee 
At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

He spurr'd to the foot of the proud Castle roek, 

And with the gay Gordon he gallantly spoke : — 

' Let Mons Meg and her marrows speak twa words, or three, 

For the love of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.' 

U 
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The Gordon demands of him, Whieh way he goes ? 
' Where'er shall direet me the shade of Montrose ! 
Yonr Graee in short spaee shall hear tidings of me, 
Or that low lies the bonnet of Bonny Dtmdee. 

' There are hills beyond Pentland, and lands beyond Porth, 
If there 's lords in ihe Lowlands, there 's chiefs in the Nortli ; 
There are wild Dmiiwassals three thousand times three, 
Will ery hoigh ! for the bonnet of Bonny Dmidee. 

' There 's brass on the target of barken'd bull-hide, 
There 's steel in the seabbard that dangles beside : 
The brass shall be bumish'd, the steel shall Aash firee, 
At a toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee. 

* Away to the hills, to the caves, to the roeks — 
Ere I own an usurper, I '11 eoueh with the fox ; 
And tremble, £dse Whigs, in the midst of your glee — 
You have not seen the last of my bonnet and me ! ' 

He waved his proud hand, and the trumpets were blown, 
The kettle-drums elash'd, and the horsemen rode on, 
Till on Ravelston's cliffs and on dermiston's lee 
Died away the wild war-notes of Bonny Dundee. 

Come fill up my eup, eome fill up my ean, 
Come saddle the horses and eall up the men, 
Oome open your gates, and let me gae firee, 
For it/s up with me bonnets of Bonny Dundee ! 

Sir Walter Seott, 



KUBLA KHAN 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome deeree : 
Where Alph, the saered river, ran 
Through cavems measureless to man 

DoMoi to a sunless sea. 
So twiee five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round : 
And there were gardens brignt with sinuous rills 
Where blossomed many an meense-bearing tree ; 
And here were forests aneient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 



i 
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But O ! that deep romantie ehasm whieh slanted 

Down the green nill athwart a eedam cover ! 

A sav{^e plaee ! as holy and enehanted 

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this eha^m, with eeaseless turmoil seething, 

As if this Earth in &st thiek pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like reboundii^ hail, 

Or chafiy grain beneath the thresher's flail : 

And mia these daneing roeks at onee and ever 

It ilung up momently the saered river. 

Five imles meandering with a mazy motion 

Through wood and dde the saered river ran, 

Then reaehed the cavems measureless to man, . 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless oeean : 

And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 

Aneestral voices prophesying war ! 



The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

Eloated midway on the waves, 

Where was heard the mingled measure 

From the fountain and the caves. 
It wasi miraele of rare device, 
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of iee ! 

A d^sel with a duleimer 

In a vision onee I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her duleimer she played, 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Goidd I revive within me 

Her symphony and song, 

To sueh a deep delight twould win me 
That with musie loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome ! those caves of iee ! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should ery, Beware ! Beware ! 
His Aashing eyes, his floating hair ! 
Weave a eirele round him tmiee, 
And elose your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk otParadise. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 
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GLYdNE'S SONG 

A SUNNY shaft dki I behold, 

From sky to earth it slanted ; 
And poised therein a bird so bold — 

Sweet bird, thou wert enehanted ! 

He sank, he rose, he twinkled, he troUed 
Within that shaft of sunny mist : 

His eyes of fire, his beak of gold, 
All else of amethyst ! 

And thus he sang : — * Adieu ! adieu ! 
Love*s dreams prove seldom true. 
The blossoms they 
Make no delay, 

The sparkling dewdrops will not stay ! 
Sweet month of May, 
We must away, 
Far, far away I 
To-day! to-day!' 

Samuel Taylor Colerid^e, 

3SO 

SONGLETS 



Pleasure ! why thus desert the heart 

In its spring-tide ? 
I eould have seen her, I eould part, 

And but have sigh'd ! 
O'er every youthftd eharm to stray, 

To gaze, to toueh — 
Pleasure ! why take so mueh away, 

Or give so mueh ? 

II 

I held her hand, the pledge of bliss, 
Her hand that trembled and withdrew ; 

She bent her head before my kiss — 
My heart was sure that hers was true. 
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Now I have told her I must part, 
She shakes my hand, she bids adieu, 

Nor shuns the kiss — ^Alas, my heart ! 
Hers never was the heart for you. 



III 

Mild is the parting year, and sweet 

The odour of the ^Edling spray ; 
Life passes on more rudely neet, 

And balmless is its elosmg day. 
I wait its elose, I eourt its gloom, 

But moum that never must there fall 
Or on my breast or oA my tomb 

The tear that would have sooth'd it alL 



IV 

No, m^^ own love of other years ! 

No, it must never be. 
Mueh rests with you that yet endears, 

Alas I but what with me ? 
Gould those bright years o'er me revolve 

So gay, o'er you so fair, 
The pearl of lite we would dissolve, 

And eaeh the eup might share. 
You show that trutn ean ne'er deeay, 

Whatever fiite be&Us ; 
I, that the myrtle and the bay 

Shoot fresh on ruin'd walls. 

Walter Savage Landor. 
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ROSE AYLMER 

Ah, what avails the seeptred raee ! 

Ah, what the form divine ! 
What every virtue, every graee ! 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 
Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 

May weep, but never see, 
A night of memories and sighs 

I eonseerate to thee. 

Walter Savage Landor. 



i 
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352 

THE MAID'S LAMENT 

I LOVBD him not ; and yet now he is gone 

I feel I am alone. 
I eheeked him while he spoke ; yet eould he speak, 

Alas ! I would not eheek. 
For reasons not to love him onee I sought, 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him ; I now would give 

My love, eould he but live 
Who lately lived for me, and when he found 

Twas vain, in holy ground 
He hid his face amid the shades of death. 

I waste for him my breath 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine retums, 

And this lom bosom bums 
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep, 

And waking me to weep 
Tears that had melted his soft heart ; for years 

Wept he as bitter tears. 
' Mereiiul God ! ' sueh was his latest prayer, 

* These may she never share I ' 
Quieter is his breath, his breast more eold 

Than daisi^s in the mould, 
Where ehildren spell, athwart the ehurehyard gate, 

His name, and life's brief date. 
Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe'er you be, 

And, O, pray too for me ! 

Walter Savage Landor, 
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TWENTY YEARS HENGE 

TwENTY years henee my eyes may grow 
If not quite dim, yet rather so, 
Yet yours from omers they shall know 

Twenty years henee. 

Twenty years henee, though it may hap 
That I be ealled to take a nap 
In a eool eell where thunder elap 

Was never heard : 



' - 
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There breathe but o'er my areh of grass, 
A not too sadly sighed * Alas ! ' 
And I shall eateh, ere you ean pass, 

That wing^ word. 

Walter Savage Landor, 

354 

THE OLD PAMILIAR FAC£S 

I HAVE had playmates, I have had eompanions, 
In my days of ehildhood, in my joyful sehool-days ; 
All, all are gone, the old familiar mees. 

I have been lau^hing, I have been earousing, 
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom eronies ; 
All, all are gone, the old fami1iar mees. 

I loved a love onee, fairest among women ; 
eiosed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 
All, all are gone, the old familiar &ces. 

I have a firiend, a kinder firiend has no man ; 
Like an ingrate, I left my firiend abruptly, 
Left him, to muse on the old familiar &ces* 

Ghost-like I paeed round the haunts of my ehildhood, . 
Earth seemed a desert I was bound to traverse, 
Seeking to find the old fa.miliar £au:es. 

Friend 6f my bosom, thou more than a brother, 
Why wert not thou born in my &ither's dwelling ? 
So might we talk of the old familiar fa,ces — 

How some they have died, and some they have left me, 
And some are taken firom me ; all are departed ; 
All, all are gone, the old familiar £Bu:es. 

eharles Latnb. 
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YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND 

Ye Mariners of England, 

That guard our native seas, 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 

The battle and the breeze, 



312 GAMPBELL 

Your glorioos standard launeh again 
To mateh anothar foe, 
And sweep through the deep, 
.While the stormy winds do blow ! 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your &thers 

Shall start from every wave, 

For the deek it was their field of £une, 

And Oeean was their grave. 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 

Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ! 

While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers alone; the steep : 

Her mareh is o^ the mountain-waves, 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 

She quells the Aoods below, 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy winds do blow ! 

When the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum, 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 

And the star of peaee retum. 

Then, then, ye oeean warriors, 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the rame of your name, 

When the storm has eeased to blow ! 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm hs^ eeased to blow. 

Thomas CantpbelL 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIG 

Of Nelson and the North 
Sing the glorious day's renown. 



UMMb 
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When to battle fierce eame forth 

All the might of Denmark's erown, 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone ! 

By eaeh gun the lighted brand 

In a bolddetermined hand, 

And the Prinee of all the land 

Led them on. 

Like leviathans afloat, 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine ; 

While the sign of battle flew 

On the lofty British line : 

It was ten of April mom by the ehime : 

As they drifted on their path, 

There was silenee deep as death ; 

And the boldest held his breath, 

For a time. 

But the might of England flushed 

To antieipate the seene, 

And her van the fleeter rushed 

O'er the deadly spaee between. 

* Hearts of oak ! ' our eaptains eried ; when eaeh gun 

From its adamantine lips 

Spead a death-shade round the ships, 

Like the hurrieane eeUpse 

Of the sun. 

Again I again ! again ! 

And the havoc did not slaek, 

Till a feeble eheer the Dane 

To our eheering sent us baek ; — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — 

Then eeased — and all is wail, 

As they strike the shattered sail, 

Or in conflagration pale 

Light the gloom. . . . 

Now ioy, Old England, raise 
For the tidings of thy might, 
By the festal eities' blaze, 
Whilst the wine-eup shines in light ! 
And yet, amidst that joy and uproar, 
Let us think of them that sleep 
Full many a ^thom deep 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 

Elsinore ! 

Thomas Campbell. 
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357 

WHEN HE, WHO ADORES THEE 

Whbn he, who adores thee, has left but the name 

Of his fia.ult and his sorrows behind, 
O ! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the &me 

Of a life that for thee was resign'd ? 
Yes, weep, and however my foes may eondemn, 

Iliy tears shall effiice thy deeree ; 
For Heaven ean witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too &ithful to Uiee. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love ; 

£very thought of my reason was thine ; 
In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine. 
O ! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 

The days of thy glory to see ; 
But the next dearest blessing that Heaven ean give 

Is the pride of thus dying for thee. 

Thomas Moore, 

358 

THE LEGAGY 

Whbn in death I shall ealmly reeline, 

O, bear my heart to my mistress dear ! 
TeU her it liv'd upon smiles and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linger'd here ; 
Bid her not 3ied one tear of sorrow 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light, 
But balmy drops of the red grape borrow 

To bathe the relie from mom tiU night. 

When the light of my song is o'er, 

Then take mv harp to your aneient hall ; 
Hang it up at that ihendly door, 

Wnere weary traveUers love to eaU ; 
Then \i some bard, who roams fbrsaken, 

Revive its soft note in passing along, 
O ! let one thought of its master waken 

Your warmest smUe fbr the ehUd of song. 



I 

1 
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Keep this eup, whieh is now o'erAowing, 

To graee your revel, when I 'm at rest : 
Never, O ! never its balm bestowing 

On lips that beauty hath seldom blest ; 
But when some warm devoted lover 

To her he adores shall bathe its brim, 
Then, then my spirit around shall hover, 

And hallow eaeh drop that foams for him. 

Thotnas Aioore. 
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TH£ IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS 

Through grief and through danger thy smile hath eheer'd my 

way, 
Till hope seemed to bud firom eaeh thom that roimd me lay ; 
The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love bum'd, 
Till shame into glory, dll fear into zeal was tum'd ; 
Yes, slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 
And bless'd even the sorrows that made me more dear to thee. 

Thy rival was honour'd, while thou wert wrong'd and seom'd ; 
Thy erown was of briers, while gold her brows adom'd j 
She woo'd me to temples, whilst thou lay'st hid in caves ; 
Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas I were slaves ; 
Yet eold in the earth, at thy feet, I would rather be 
Than wed what I lov^d not, or tum one thought fi:om thee. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail — 
Hadst thou been a ^se one, thy eheek had look'd less pale ! 
They say, too, so long thou hast worn those lingering ehains, 
That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains : 
O ! foul is the slander — no ehain eould that soul subdue — 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too ! 

Thomas Moore. 
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND 

She is &r from the land where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers are round her, sighing : 
But eoldly she tums firom their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 
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She sings tbe wild song of her dear iiative plains, 
£very note whieh he loy'd awmldng ; — 

Ah ! little they think, who delig^ in ber strains, 
How the heart of the minstrel is breaking. 

He had liv'd for his love, fbr his eoontiy be died, 
They were all that to life had entwinxl him ; 

Nor soon shall the tears of bis countrv be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind nim. 

O ! make ber a grave wbere the sunbeams rest, 
When they promise a glorious morrow : 

They 11 shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the West 
From her own loy'd island of sorrow. 

Thomas Moore, 



AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 

For all the long years I 've been wand'ring away — 
To see thus around me my ^routh's early firiends 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ? 
Though haply o'er some of your brows, as o'er mine, 

The snow-i^ of time may be stealing — ^what then ? 
Like alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine , 

We 'U wear the gay tinge of youth's roses again. 

What soften'd remembranees eome o'er the heart, 

In gazing on those we 've been lost to so long ! 
The sorrows, the 303^5, of whieh onee they were part, 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand hath invisibly trae'd, 

When held to the Aame will steal out on the sight, 
So many a feeling, that long seem'd efi^'d, 

The warmth of a moment like this brings to light. 

And thus, as in memor^^s bark we shall glide, 

To visit the seenes of our boyhood anew, 
Though oft we may see, looldng down on the tide, 

The wreek of ftill many a hope shining through ; 
Yet still, as in fiLncy we point to the Aowers, 

That onee made a garden of all the gay shore, 
Deceiv'd for a moment, we 11 think them still ours, 

And breathe the ftesh air of life's moming onee more. 



\ 
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So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we ean have of the few we hold dear, 
And oft even ioy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that eould eeho it, near. 
Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss, 
For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hast'ning on, 

Is all we enjoy of eaeh other in this ! 

But, eome — ^the more rare sueh delights to the heart, 

The more we should weleome, and bless them the more ! 
They 're ours when we meet — they are iost when we part, 

Like birds that bring simimer, and fly when 'tis o'er. 
Thus eireling the eup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 

Let Sympathy ple^e us, thro' pleasure, thro' pain, 
That, fast as a /eeling but touehes one link, 

Her magie shall send it direet thro' the ehain ! 

Thomas Moore. 
362 
BATTLE SONG 

Day, like our souls, is fiercely dark : 

Whatthen? *Tis day ! 
We sleep no more ; the eoek erows — ^hark ! 

To arms ! away ! 
They eome ! they eome ! the knell is rung 

Of us or them; 
Wide o*er their mareh the pomp is flung 

Of gold and gem. 
What eollared hound of lawless sway, 

To &mine dear — 
What pensioned slave of Attila, 

Leads in the rear ? 
Come they from Seythian wilds a&r, 

Our blood to spill ? 
Wear they the livery of the Czar ? 

They do his will. 
Nor tasselled silk, nor epaulette, 

Nor plume, nor torse — 
No splenaour gilds, all stemly met, 

Our foot and horse. 
But, dark and still, we inly glow, 

Oondensed ip ire 1 
Strike, tawdry slaves, and ye shall know 

Our gloom is fire. 
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In vain your pomp, ye evil powers, 

Insults tne land ; 
Wrongs, yengeanee, and the eause are ours, 

^d God's right hand ! 
Madmen ! they trample into snakes 

The wormy elod ! 
Like fire beneath their feet awakes 

The sword of God ! 
Behind, before, above, below, 

They rouse the brave ; 
"Where'er they go, they make a foe, 

Or find a grave. 

Ebeneter Elliot. 
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PLAINT 

Dark, deep, and eold the eurrent flows 
Unto the sea where no wind blows, 
Seeking the land whieh no one knows. 

0*er its sad gloom still eomes and goes 
The mingled wail of fnends and foes, 
Bome to the land whieh no one knows. 

"Why shrieks for help yon wreteh, who goes 
With millions, from a world of woes, 
Unto the land whieh no one knows ? 

Thoi^h m^niads go with him who goes, 
Alone he goes where no wind blows, 
Unto the land whieh no one knows. 

For all must go where no wind blows, 
And none ean go for him who goes, 
None, none retum whenee no one knows. 

Yet why should he who shrieking goes 
With millions, firom a world of woes, 
Reunion seek with it or those ? 

Alone with God, where no wind blows, 
And Death, his shadow — doomed, he goes : 
That God is there the shadow shows. 
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O shoreless Deep, where no wind blows ! 
And, thou, O limd whieh no one knows — 
That God is All, His shadow shows ! 

Ebene»er Elliot. 



THE MEN OF GOTHAM 

Seamen three ! What men be ye ? 

Gotham's three wise men we be. 

Whither in your bowl so free ? 

To rake the moon from out the sea. 

The bowl goes trim. The moon doth shine. 

And our ballast is old wine — 

And your ballast is old wine. 

Who art thou, so &st adriit ? 
I am he they eall Old Care. 
Here on board we will thee lift. 
No : I may not enter there. 
Wherefore so ? 'Tis Jove*s deeree, 
In a bowl Care may not be — 
In a bowl Care may not be. 

Fear ye not the waves that roU ? 

No : in eharmM bowl we swim. 

What the eharm that Aoats the bowl ? 

Water may not pass the brim. 

The bowl goes trim. The moon doth shine. 

And our ballast is old wine — 

And your ballast is old wine. 

Thomas L. Peaeoek. 



THE GRAVE OF LOVE 

I DUG beneath the e^rpress shade 
What well might seem an elfin's grave, 

And every pledge in earth I laid, 
That erst thy false affection gave. 
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I pressed them down the sod beneath ; 

I plaeed one mossy stone above ; 
And twined the rose s lading wreath 

Around the sepulehre of love. 

Frail as thy love, the Aowers were dead 
Ere yet the evemng sun was set : 

But years shall see the eypress spread, 
Immutable as my r^et. 

Thamas L. Peaeoek. 
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BONNIE LADY ANN 

There 's kames o' hinney 'tween my luve's lips, 

An' gowd amang her hair ; 
Her breasts are lapt in a holie veil, 

Nae mortal een keek there : 
What lips dare kiss« or what hand dare toueh, 

Or what arm o' luve dare span, 
The hinney lips, the ereamy loof, 

Or the waist o' Lady Ann ! 

She kisses the lips o' her bonnie red rose, 

Wat wi* the blobs o' dew ; 
But nae gentle lip, nor simple lip, 

Maun toueh her lady mou ; 
But a broider'd belt wi' a buekle o' gowd 

Her iimpy waist maun span — 
O, she s an armiii' fit for heaven, 

My bonnie Lady Ann ! 

Her bower easement is lattieed wi' Aowers 

Tied up wi* silver thread, 
An' eomely sits she in the midst 

Men's longing een to feed. 
She waves the ringlets fi:ae her eheek 

Wi' her milky, milky han', 
An' her eheeks seem toueh'd wi' the finger o' God, 

My bonnie Lady Ann ! 

The moming eloud is tassel'd wi' gowd, 

Like my luve's broider'd eap ; 
An' on the mantle whieh my love wears 

Are monie a gowden drap ; 
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Her bonnie eebree 's a holie areh 

Cast by no earthlie han' ; 
An' the breath o' God 's atween the lips 

O* my bonnie Lady Ann ! 

I am her ^ther's ^dener lad, 

An' poor, poor is my &' ; 
My auld mither gets my wee, wee fee, 

W 6itherless baimies twa : 
My Lady eomes, my Lady gaes 

Wi* a fou and kindly hii — 
O, the blessing o* God maun mix wi' my luve, 

An' fii' on' Lady Ann ! 

Allan Cunningkam, 



HAME, HAME, HAME 

Hamb, hame, hame, hame £un wad I be, 
O, hame, hame, hame, to my ain eountrie ! 

When the Aower is i' the bud and the leaf is on the tree, 
The larks shall sing me hame in my ain eountrie. 
Hame, hame, hame, hame £un wad I be, 
O, hame, hame, hame, to my ain eountrie ! 

The green leaf o' lo]^tie 's h&gan for to fa', 
The bonnie white rose it is withering an' a' ; 
But I '11 water 't wi' the blude of usurping tyrannie, 
An' green it will grow in my ain eountrie. 

O, there 's naught frae ruin my eountry ean save 
But the keys o Idnd heaven to open the grave : 
IHiat a' the noble martyrs wha died for loyaltie, 
May rise again and fight for their ain eountrie. 

The great are now gane, a' wha ventured to save, 
The new grass is springing on the top o' their graveB ; 
But the sun thro' the mirk blinks blythe in my ee, 
' I '11 shine on ye yet in yere ain eountrie.' 

Hame, hame, hame, hame £eun wad I be, 
Hame, hame, hame, to my ain eountrie ! 

Allan Cunningham, 

X 



t GASTLED CRAG OF DRACHBNFBLS 
The eastled erag of Dmchenfels 

ProwDS o'er the wide and winding Rhitie, 
Whose breast or waters broadly swells 
Between the banks wbieh bear the vi»e, 
Aiid hillg all rieh with blossam'd trees, 
Aiid fields wbieb piomise eom and wine, 
And seatter'd eittes erowning these, 
'Whose 6a white walls along them shine, 
Have strew'd a seene, wHeh I should see 
With double joj wert thou with me. 



Walk Einiliiig o'ei this paiadise ; 
Above, the De<iuent feudal towers 
Tbrough green leavefi lift their walls of gray, 
And many a roek wbieb steeply lowers, 
And noble oreh in pioud deeay, 
Loole o'er thit vale of vintage-bDwers ; 
But one thing want these banks of Khine, — 
Tliy gentle lund to elasp in mine 1 

I send the lilies g;iven to me ; 

Though long before thy hand they toueh, 

I know that they mast wither'd be. 



Beeause they yet may meet thine eye, 
And g^ide Ihy soul to mine even here, 
When thou behold'st them dioopii^ nigh, 
And know'st them gathei'd by the Rhine, 
And ollei'd &om my heHrt to thine ! 

The iiver nobly ioams and f!ows, 

The eharm of this enebanted ground, 

And all its thousand tums diselose 

Some fieshei beauty vaiying round : 

The haughtiest breast its wSh might bound 

Through life to dweli delighted here ; 

Nor ewild on earth a spot be fbund 

To nature and Co me so dear, 

Cauld Ehy dear eyes in fo]lowing mbe 

SeiU sweeten more these banks of Rhine I 
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369 
SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY 

Shb walks in beauty, like the night 
Of eloudless elimes and starry skies, 

And all that 's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspeet and her eyes : 

Thus mellow'd to that tender h^ht 
Whieh heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half-impair'd the nameless graee, 

"Whieh waves in every raven tress, 
Or soitly lightens o*er her fece, 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express, 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-plaee. 

And on that eheek, and o'er that brow, 

So soft, so ealm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peaee with all below, 

A heart whose love is innoeent ! 

Byron, 



FAR£ THEE WELL 

Fare thee well ! and if for ever, 

Still for ever, fere thee well ! 
£ven though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst Siee shall my heart rebel. 

Would that breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head so oft hath lain, 

While that plaeid sleep eame o'er thee 
Whieh thou ne*er eanst know again ! 

Would that breast, by thee glaneed bver 
Every inmost thought eould show ! 

Then thou wouldst at last discover 
'Twas not well to spum it so. 
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Though the world for this eommend thee — 
Thoi^h it smile upon Uie blow, 

£ven its praises must offend thee, 
Founded on another's woe : 

Thoi^h my many ^ults de&eed me, 

Could no other arm be found, 
Than the one whieh onee embraeed me, 

To iniliet a eureless wound ? 

Yet, O, yet thyself deceive not ! 

Love may sink by slow deeay, 
But by sudden wreneh, believe not, 

Hearts ean thus be tom away. 

Still thine own its life retaineth — 
Still must mine, though bleeding, beat ; 

And the undying thought whieh paineth 
Is — that we no more may meet ! 

There are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead : 

Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake us firom a widow'd bed. 

And when thou wouldst solaee gather, 
When our ehild's first aeeents flow, 

Wilt thou teaeh her to say : — * Father ! ' 
Though his eare she must forego ? 

When her little hands shall press thee, 
When her lip to thine is press'd, 

Think of him whose prayer shaU bless thee, 
Think of him thy love had bless'd ! 

Should her lineaments resemble 
Those thou never more may'st see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true to me. 

All my faults perehanee thou knowest, 
All my madness none ean know ; 

All my hopes, where'er thou goest, 
Wither, yet with thee they go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken : 
' Pnde, whieh not a world eould bow, 
Bows to thee — by thee forsaken, 
Even my soul lorsakes me now. 
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But 'tis done — all words are idle— 

Words firom me are vainer still ; 
But the thoughts we eannot bridle 

Force their way without the will. — 

Fare thee well ! — thus disunited, 

Tom firom every nearer tie, 
Sear'd in heart, and lone, and blighted, 

More than this I searee ean die. 

Byron, 



STANZAS TO AUGUSTA 

Though the day of my destiny 's over, 

And the star of my ^te hath deelined, 
Thy soft heart refused to discover 

The faults whieh so many eould find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to share it with me, 
And the love, whieh my spirit hath painted, 

It never hath found but in thee. 

Then, when nature arpund me is smiling 

The last smile whieh answers to mine, 
I do not believe it beguiling, 

Beeause it reminds me of thine ; 
And when winds are at war with the oeean, 

As the breasts I believed in with me, 
If their billows excite an emotion, 

It is that they bear me from thee. 

Though the roek of my last hope is shiver'd, 

And its fragments are sunk in the wave, 
Though I feel that my soul is deliver'd 

To pain — ^it shall not be its slave ! 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may erusn, but they shall not eontemil, 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me — 

'Tis of thee that I think — not of them ! 

Though human, thou didst not deceive rae, 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 

Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 
Though slander'd, thou never eouldst shake : 
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Though trusted, thou didst not diselaim me, 

Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Though watehiul, 'twas not to de&me me, 

Nor, mute, that the world might belie. . 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 

Nor the war of the many with one— 
If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 

Twas folly not sooner to shun : 
And if dearly that error hath eost me, 

And more than I oneeeould ^oresee, 
I have found that, whatever it lost me, 

It eould not deprive me of thee. 

From the wreek of the past, whieh hath perish'd, 

Thus mudi I at least may reeall : 
It hath taught me that what I most eherish'd 

Deserved to be dearest of all : 
In the desert a fountain is spdniging, 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
And a bird in the solitude singing 

Whieh speaks to my spirit of thee. 

Byron. 



WHEN WE TWO PARTED 

When we two parted 

In silenee and tears, 
Half broken-hearted 

To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy eheek and eold, 

Golder thy kiss ; 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the morning 

Sunk ehill on my brow — 
It felt like the waming 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy vows are all broken, 

And light is thy £[ime ; 
I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in its shame 
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They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 
A shudder eomes o'er me — 

Why wert thou so dear ? 
They know not I knew thee, 

Who knew thee too well : — 
Long, long shall I rue thee 

Too deeply to tell ! 

In seeret we met — 

In silenee I grieve, 
That thy heart eould forget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I snould meet thee 

After long years, 
How should I greet thee ? — 

With silenee and tears. 

Byrpn. 
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AND THOU ART DEAD 

And thou art dead, as young and £ur, 

As aught of mortal birth 1 
And fonn so soft, and eharms so rare, 

Too soon retum'd to Earth ! 
Though Earth received them in her bed, 
And o*er the spot the erowd may tread 

In earelessness or mirth, 
There is an eye whieh eould not brook 
A moment on that grave to look. 

I will not ask where thou liest low, 

Nor gaze upon the spot ; 
There Aowers or weeds at will may grow, 

So I behold them not : 
It is enough for me to prove 
That what I loved, and long must love, 

Like eommon earth ean rot ; 
To me there needs no stone to tell 
'Tis nothing, that I loved so well. 

Yet did I love thee to the last 

As fervently as thou, 
Who didst not diange through all the past, 

And eanst not alter now. 
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The lore wheie Death hos set liis seal, 
Nor age ean dnll, nor mal steal, 

Nor falsdiood dhmi wm ; 
And, wlat were worse, dioii GBiist not see 
Or wroo^ or duuige, or fiuilt in me. 

The better dajs of tife were oois ; 

The woot eui be bot mine : 
The son diat dieers, the storm diat lowers, 

ShaO never more be thine. 
The silenoe of diat dieamless skep 
I enry now too mndi to weep ; 

Nor need I torqane 
That all diose dianns ha^e pass'd away 
I mi^ have watdi'd throi^ loog deeay. 

The Aower in iq)en'd bloom onmatdi'd 

Most £dl the eailiest prey ; 
Thoe^ by no hand ontnndy snatdi'd, 

The lcaves most drop away : 
And 3ret it were a greater gnef 
To watdi it witherii^, leaf by leaf, 

Than see it plode'd to^y ; 
Sinee earthly eye bot ill ean bear 
To tiaee the dmnge to foaI firom hdi. 

I know not if I eoold have bome 

To see tfay beanties fede ; 
The ni^t that foUow'd sodi a mom 

Had wom a deeper shade : 
Thy day withoot a dood hath pess'd 
And thoo wert lovely to tbe last : - 

£xtii^oish'd, not deeay'd — 
As stais that sboot along the sky 
Shine br^test as they mll from hi^. 

As onee I wept, if I ooold weep, 

My teais might well be shed 
To think I was not near to keep 

One vieil o'er thy bed : 
To |aze, bow fondl^ ! on thy &ce, 
To K>ld thee in a £unt embraoe, 

Uphold thy drooping head, 
And show that Iove, however vain, 
Nor thoo nor I ean fed again. 
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Yet how mueh less it were to gam, 

Though thou hast left me free, 
The loveliest things that still remain 

Than thus remember thee ! 
The all of thine that eannot die 
Through dark and dread Etemity 

Retums again to me, 
And more that buried loTe endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 

Byron, 
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THERE'S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN GIVE 

Thbrb 's not a joy the world ean give like that it takes away ! 
When the glow of early thought deelines in feeling's duU deeay, 
'Tis not on youth's smooth oieek the blush alone, whieh &des so 

&st, 
But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be past. 

Then the few, whose spirits fk)at above the wreek of happiness, 
Are driven o'er the shoals of guUt or oeean of excess : 
The magnet of their eourse is gone, or only points in vain 
The shore to whieh their shiver'd sail shall never streteh again. 

Then the mortal eoldness of the soul like death itself eomes down ; 
It eannot feel for others' woes, it dare not dream its own ; 
That heavy ehill has irozen o'er the fountain of our tears, 
And though the eye may sparkle still, 'tis where the iee appears. 

Though wit may flash iirom iluent Ups, and mirth distraet the 

breast, 
Through midnight hours that yield no more their former hope of 

rest; 
'Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruin'd turret wreath, 
AU green and wildly iiresh without but wom and grey beneath. 

O, eould I feel as I have felt, — or be what I have been, 
Or weep as I eould onee have wept, o'er many a vanish'd seene ! 
As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all braekish though they be, 
So midst the withered waste of life those tears would flow to me. 

Byron. 
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THERE BE H01fE OF BEAUTT'^ DAUGHTERS 



Thsu be nooe of Beaa^s dan^iteis 

lVidi a impe like diee ; 
And like nmsie oo the 

Is diy sweet voice to 
Wheii, asif itssoand «ereeaasing 
The elmimd ooean's pBBsin^ 

The»awslieaai«il^ ^.e.. 
And the hilr d winds seen digainipg. 

And the nnilnight mooo is wcaviug 
Her bn^tt dbain o'er the deep. 



As an iniuit's asle^ : 
So the ^Miit bows bene thee, 
To listen and adote thee, 
With a iiill bnt soft emodon, 
Like the swell of smmner's oeean. 



Byr^H. 



MY BOAT IS ON TH£ SHORE 

Mt boat is 00 the shote, 
And my baik is on thie sea ; 

Bnt, befcffe I go, Tom Moote» 
Heie 's a donble heahh to tibee ! 

Heie ^ a s^ to those who kn^e me, 

And a saule to those who hate ; 
And, whaterer sky 's aboite me, 
' Here'saheait for eveiy &te. 

Tho«^ the oeean roar aroond me, 
Yet it still sball bear me on ; 

Thoo^ a deseit dioold sarfo«nd me, 
It hath springs that may be won. 

Weie \ the kst diop in die weH, 
As 1 9^>e(i ttpon die brink, 

Ere my «untine spirit leH» 
*Tis to thee Siat I wonld drink. 
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With that water, as this wine, 

The Ubation I would pour 
Should be : — * Peaee with thine and mine, 

And a health to thee, Tom Moore ! ' 

Byron, 
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SO, WELL GO NO MORE A ROYING 

So, we'U go no more a roving 

So late into the night, 
Though the heart be stUl as loving, 

And the moon be stiU as bright. 

For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast, 

And the heart must pause to breathe, 
And love itself have rest. 

Though the night was made for loving, 
And the day retums too soon, 

Yet we '11 go no more a roving 
By the hght of the moon. 

Byron. 



O, TALK NOT TO ME 

O, TALK not to me of a name great in story ! 
The days of our youth are the days of our glory, 
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty. 

What are garlands and orowns to the brow that is wrinkled ? 
'Tis but as a dead-flower with May-dew besprinkled. 
Then away with all sueh from the head that is hoary ! 
What eare I for the wreaths that ean only give glory ? 

O Fame ! — if I e'er took delight in thy praises, 
'Twas less for the sake of thy high sounding phrases, 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 
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There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee ; 

Her glanee was the best of the rays that surround thee ; 

When it sparkled o'er au^ht that was bright m my story, 

I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 

Byron. 
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THE ISLES OF GREEGE 

The isles of Greeee, the isles of Greeee I 
Where buming Sappho loved and sung, 

Where grew the arts of war and peaee, 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung ! 

Etemal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except their sun, is set. 

The Seian and the Teian muse, 
The hero's harp, the lover's lute, 

Have found the fame your shores reiuse ; 
Their plaee of birth alone is mute 

To sounds whieh eeho further west 

Than your sires' * Islands of the Blest.' 

The mountains look on Marathon — 
And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour a^one, 

I dream'd that Greeee might still be free ; 

For, standing on the Persian's grave, 

I eould not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the roeky brow 
Whieh looks o'er sea-bom Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 
And men in nations — all were his ! 

He eounted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they ? 

And where are they ? and where art thou, 
My eountry ? On thy voiceless shore 

The heroie lay is tuneless now — 
The heroie bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine ? 
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'Tis something, in the dearth of £Eime, 

Though link'd among a Tetter'd raee, 
To feel at least a patriot's shame, 

Even as I sing, sufiuse my &ce ; 
For what is left the poet here ? 
For Greeks a blush — ^for Greeee a tear. 

Must we but weep o'er days more blest ? 

Must we but biush ? Our ^thers bled. 
Earth ! render baek from out thy breast 

A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 
Of the three hundred grant but three 
To make a new Thermopylae ! 

What, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ah ! no ; — ^the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's &l11, 

And answer : — * Let one living head, 
But one, arise — we eome, we eome ! ' 
'Tis but the living who are dumb. 

In vain — ^in vain ! Strike other ehords, 

Fill high the eup with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Sdo's vine ! 
Hark ! rising to the ignoble eall — 
How answers eaeh bold Baeehanal ! 

You have the Pyrrhie danee as yet — 

Where is tfie Pyrrhie phalanx gone ? 
Of two sueh lessons, why forget 

The nobler and the manlier one ? 
You have the letters Gadmus gave — 
Think ye, he meant them for a slave ? 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these ! 
It made Anaereon's song divine : 

He served — but served Polyerates — 
A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our eountrymen. 

The tyrant of the Ghersonese 

Was iireedom's best and bravest fnend ; 

That tyrant was Miltiades ! 

O ! that the present hour wonld lend 

Another despot of the kind ! 

Sudi ehains as his were sure to bind. 
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Fill hieh the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Suli's roek and Pkrga's shore 
£xists the remnant of a line 

Sueh as the Dorie mothers bore ; 
And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
The Heradeidan olood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
Thev have a king who buys and sells 1 

In native swords, and natiye ranks, 
The only hope of eourage dwells ; 

But Turkish force and Latin firaud 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins danee beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious blaek eyes shine ; 

But, gazing on eaeh glowing maid, 
My own the buming tear-drop laves, 
To think sueh breasts must suekle slaves. 

Plaee me on Sunium's marbled steep, 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep : 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die. 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine — 

Dash down yon eup of Samian wine ! 



Byron, 
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*ON THIS DAY I eOMPLBTB MY THIRTY- 

SIXTH YEAR' 

'TiS time this heart should be immoved, 
Sinee others it hath eeased to move : 
Yet, though I eannot be beloved, 
Still let me love ! 

My days are in the vellow leaf ; 

The ilowers and miits of love are gone ; 
The worm, the eanker, and the griet 
Are mine alone 1 

The fire that on my bosom preys 
Is lone as some volcanic isle ; 
No toreh is kindled at its blaze — 
A iuneral pile. 
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The hope, the fear, the jealous eare, 

The exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love, I eannot share, 
But wear the ehain. 

But 'tis not thus — and 'tis not here — 

Sueh thoughts should shake my soul, nor now, 
"Where glory deeks the hero's bier, 
Or binds his brow. 

The sword, the banner, and the field, 
Glory and Greeee, around me see 1 
The Spartan, bome upon his shield, 
Was not more free. 

Awake ! (not Greeee — she is awake !) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Thy life-blood traeks its parent lake, 
And then strike home ! 

Tread those reviving passions down, 
Unworthy manh<x>d ! — Unto thee 
IndiiTerent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

If thou r^et'st thy youth, why live ? 

The land of honourable deam 
Is here : — ^up to the field, and give 
Away thy breath ! 

Seek out — less oiten sought than found — 

A soldier's grave, for 3iee Ihe best ; 
Then look around, and ehoose thy ground, 
And take thy rest. 

Byron. 

381 

ODE TO THE WEST WIND 



O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presenee the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ^osts firom an enehanter fieeing 

Yellow, and blaek, and pale, and heetie red, 
Pestilenee-strieken multitudes : O thou, 
^Nho ehariotest to their dark wintry bed 
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The wing^ seeds, where they lie eold and low, 
Eaeh like a eorpse within its gTave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her elarion o'er the dreaming earth, and 611 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill : 

Wild Spirit, whieh art moving every where, 
Destroyer and preserver, hear, O, hear ! 

II 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's eommotion, 
Loose elouds, like earth's deeaying leaves, are shed, 
Shook irom the tangled boughs of Heaven and Oeean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue sur£Bu:e of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair upiifted from the head 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 

The loeks of the approaehing storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to whieh this elosing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulehre, 
Yaulted with all thy eongr^ted might 

Of vapours, irom whose solid atmosphere 

Blaek rain, and fire, and hail will burst : O, hear ! 

ni 

Thou who didst waken firom his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
LuUed by the eoil of his eryst^lline streams, 

Beside a pumiee isle in Baiae's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaees and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 

All overgrown with azure moss and Aowers 

So sweet, the sense faints pieturing them ! Thou 

For whose path the Atlantie's level powers 

Cleave themselves into ehasms, while {ax below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods, whieh wear 
The sapless foliage of the oeean, know 
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Thy voice, and suddenl^ grow grey with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves : O, hear ! 



IV 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift oloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uneontrolkble ! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and eould be 

The eomrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 

Searee seemed a vision : I would ne*er have striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need ! 

! lift me as a wave, a ieaf, a eloud ! 

1 fall upon the thoms of life 1 I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has ehained and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 



Make me thy l)rre, even as the forest is : 
What if my leaves are falling like its own I 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take iirom both a deep, autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 
My spirit ! Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth ! 
And, by the ineantation of this verse, 

Seatter, as irom an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a propheey ! O wind, 

If Winter eomes, ean Spring be iar behind ? 

Perey Bysshe Skelley, 
Y 
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382 
THE CLOUD 

I BRING iresh showers for the thirsting Aowers 

From the seas and the streams. 
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noon-day dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 

The sweet buds every one, 
When roeked to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she danees about the sun. 
I wield the flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under, 
And then again I dissolve it in rain, 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white, 

While I sleep m the arms of the blast 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers, 

Lightning my pilot sits ; 
In a cavem under is fettered the thunder, — 

It stru^les and howls at fits. 
Over earth and oeean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guidii^ me, 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths ot the purple sea ; 
Over the rills, and the erags, and the hills, 

Over the lakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream, 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile, 

Whilst he is dissoMng in rains. 

The sanguine stmrise, with his meteor eyes 

And his buming plumes outspread, 
Leaps on the baek of my sailing raek, 

When the moming star shines dead, 
As on the ia^ of a mountain erag, 

Whieh an earthquake roeks and swings, 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings ; 
And when sunset may breame, ^om the lit sea beneath, 

Its ardours of rest and of love. 
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And the erimson pall of eve may hll 

From the depth of heaven above, 
With wings folded I rest on mine airy nest 

As still as a brooding dove. 

That orb^ maiden with white fire laden, 

Whom mortals eall the moon, 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her imseen feet, 

Whieh only the angels hear, 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof, 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and Hee 

Like a swarm of golden bees, 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 

Till the ealm rivers, lakes, and seas, 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 

Are eaeh paved with the moon and mese. 

I bind the sun's throne with a buming zone, 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl. 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From eape to oape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hai^ like a roof — 

The mountains its eolumns be. 
The triumphal areh, throt^h whieh I mareh 

With hurrieane, nre, and snow, 
When the powers of the air are ehained to my ehair, 

Is the million-eoloured bow : 
The sphere-fire above its soft eolours wove, 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water 

Anathe nujrsling of the sky. 
I pass through the pores of the oeean and shores : 

I ehange, out I eannot die. 
For after the rain when, with never a stain, 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams 

BuHd up the blue dome of air, 
I silently laugh at my own eenotaph, 

And out of the cavems of rain, 
Like a ehild from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 

I arise and unbnild it stgSLm, 

Perey Bysshe Sheliey. 
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383 
ASTRi^A REDUX 

TuB world's great age begins anew, 

The golden years retum, 
The earth doth hke a snake renew 

Her winter weeds outwom : 
Heaven smiles, and &iths and empires gleam 
Like wreeks of a dissolving dream. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 

From waves serener far ; 
A new Peneus rolls his fountains 

Against the momine^-star ; 
Where £aurer Tempes bloom, there sleep 
Young Gyelads on a sunnier deep. 

A loftier Ai^o cleaves the main, 

Fraught with a later prize ; 
Another Orpheus sings again, 

And loves, and weeps, and dies ; 
A new Ulysses leaves onee more 
Galypso for his native shore. 

O, write no more the tale of Troy, 
If earth Death's seroll must be ! 

Nor mix with Laian rage the joy 
Whieh dawns upon 3ie free, 

Although a subtler Sphinx renew 

Riddles of death Thebes never knew I 

Another Athens shall arise, 

And to remoter time 
Beoueath, like sunset to the skies, 

The splendour of its prime, 
And leave, if naught so bright may live, 
All earth ean take or Heaven ean give. 

Satum and Love their long repose 
Shall burst, more bright ana good 

Than all who fell, than One who rose, 
Than many unsubdued : 
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Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers, 
But votive tears and symbol Aowers. 

O, eease I must hate and death return ? 

Gease ! must men kill and die ? 
Gease I^ drain not to its dregs the urn 

Of bitter propheey. 
The World is weary of the past — 
O, might it die or rest at last ! 

Perey Bysshe ShelUy» 
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THE SONG OF PAN 

From the forests and highlands 
We eome, we eome ! 
From the river-girt islands 
Where loud waves are dumb, 
Listening to my sweet pipings ! 
The wind in the reeds and the rushes, 
The bees on the bells of thyme, 
The birds on the myrtle bushes, 
The deale above in the lime, 
And the lizards below in the grass, 
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was, 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

Liquid Peneus was Howing, 

And all dark Tempe lay 

In Pelion's shadow, outgrowing 

The light of the dying day, 

Speeded by my sweet pipings. 

liie Sileni, and Sylvans, and Fauns, 

And the n^onphs of the woods and waves, 

To the edge of the moist river-lawns 

And the brink of the dewy caves, 

And all that did then attend and follow, 

Were silent with love, as you now, Apollo, 

With envy of my sweet pipings. 
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I sang of the danemgstars, 
I ^ang of the dsedal Earth, 
And of Heaven, and the Giant Wars, 
And Love, and Death, and Birth — 
And then I ehanged my pipings : 
Singing how down the vale of Menalus 
I pursued a maiden and elasped a reed ! 
Gods and men, we are all deluded thus : 
It breaks in our bosom, and then we bleed : 
AU wept, as I think both ye now would, 
If envy or age had not irosen your blood, 
At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 

Perey Bysshe Shelley, 
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THE INDIAN SERENADE 

I ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the iirst sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining bright : 
I arise firom dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me — ^who knows how ! 
To thy ehamber window, Sweet ! 

The wandering airs they £unt 
On the dark, me silent stream — 
Aild the ehampak's odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale^ eomplaint, 
It dies upon her heart ; — 
As I must on thine, 

belov^ as thou art ! 

O, lifl me from the grass ! 

1 die ! I faint ! I ^ ! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My eheek is eold and wnite, alas ! 
My heart beats loud and fast — 
O, press it to thine own again, 
\Vhere it will break at last ! 

Perey Bysshe Shelley, 
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RARELY, RARELY, GOMEST THOU 

Rarbly, rarely eomest thou, 

Spirit of DeUght ! 
Wherefore hast thou left me now 

Many a day and night ? 
Many a weary night and day 
'Tis sinee thou art Aed away. 

How shall ever one like me 

Win thee baek again ? 
With the joyous and the liree 

Thou ^t scofF at pain. 
Spirit £Use ! thou hast foi^ot 
Ail but those who need thee not. 

As a lizard with the shade 

Of a trembling leaf, 
Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
Reproaeh thee, that thou art not near, 
And reproaeh thou wilt not hear. 

Liet me set my moumiul ditty 

To a merry measure : 
Thou wilt never eome for pity, 

Thou wilt eome for pleasure ; 
Pity then will eut away 
Those eruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 

I love all that thou lovest, 

Spirit of Delight ! 
The firesh Earth in new leaves dressed, 

And the starry night, 
Autumn evening, and the mom 
When the golden mists are bom. 

I love snow, and all the forms 

Of the radiant firost ; 
I love waves, and winds, and storms — 

Everything almost 
Whieh is Nature's, and may be 
Untainted by man's misery. 






SHELLEY 

I loTe tnu)quil soUtude, 

And loeh loeiety 
As tt quiec, wise, and good ; 

Between thee and me 
Whit difference ?— But thou dost 
The tUi^ I seek, not lore them 

I love Love — though he has wii^, 

And like light ean flee ; 
But abore all other thingt, 

Spiril, I Ic>ve thee — 
Thoo art love and Iife 1 O, eome, 
Make onee more my heart thy home I 

Periy Byssht Sktlley, 
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I FEAR THY KISSE5 

I FEAK thy kisses, gentle maiden, 

Thou needest not feai mine ; 
My spirit is too deeply laden 

Ever to burthen uune. 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, Ihy motion, 

Thou needest not feai mine : 
Innoeent is the heait's devotion 

With whieh I woiship thine. 

Ptrey Byssii Slullef. 



TO NIGHT 

SwiPtly walk o'er the westem wave, 
Spiiit of Night t 
Out of the misty eastem cave, 
Where all the long and lone daylight, 
Thou wovest dreams of ioy andreat, 
Whieh make thee teirible and dear — 
Swift be thy AiEht \ 

Wiap th; fonn in a mantle grey, 

Star-inwiought I 

Blind with tnine hair the eyes of Day 
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Kiss her until she be wearied out, 
Then wander o'er dty, and sea, and land, 
Touehing all with thine opiate wand — 
Come, long sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thte ; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 

And noon lay heavy on Aower and tree, 

And the weary Day tumed to his rest, 

Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed tor thee. 

Thy brother Death eame, and eried : — 

* Wouldst thou me ? * 

Thy sweet ehild Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 
Murmured like a noon-tide bee : — 

* Shall I nestle near thy side ? 
Wouldst thou me ? ' — ^And I replied : — 
No, not thee ! 

Death will eome when thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon ! 

Sleep will eome when thou art fled. 
Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloY^d Night — 
Swift be thine approaehing Aight, 
Come soon, soon ! 

Ptrey Bysshe Shelley, 
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FROM THE ARABie: AN IMITATION 

My faint spirit was sitting in the light 
Of thy looks, my love ; 
It panted for thee like the hind at noon 
For the brooks, my Iove. 
Thy barb whose hoofe outspeed the tempest's Aight 
Bore thee fzx firom me ; 
My heart, for my weak feet were weary soon, 
Did eompanion thee. 

Ah ! Aeeter fiur than Aeetest storm or steed, 
Or the death they bear, 
The heart whieh tender thought elothes like a dove 
With the wings of eare ; 
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In tbe battle, in the dnrkiiess, in the oeed, 
Shall mine ding to thee, 
Nor ekitn one unile tbi a)1 the comfbrt, kwe, 
It may bring to thee. 

Ptrey Bysiht Shtllty. 



SONG 

Musie, when soft voices die, 
VIbmtes in the meinoiT ; 
Odoms, wben sweet vioJets »cken, 
Ijve within the aense they auiekea ; 
Kose-leaveE, when the lose is dead, 
Are heaped for the belovWs bed : 
And so thy thoughts, when thou ait gone, 
Love itseir shall slumbei o 



Ptny Byssie SMlgr. 



O WORLD 1 O life 1 O time-! 
On whose last steps t elimb, 

Ttembling at that where 1 had stood beibre, 
when will relum the gloiy of your prtme ? 
No more— O, never more ! 

Out of the day and n^ht 
A ioy has taken Aight ; 

Fresh spring, and summei, and winter hoar, 
Move my laint heart with giief, but with de%ht 
No more— O, never moie I 

Ptny Bysshe Shtlliy. 

A BRIDAL SONO 



Thk golden gates of Sleep unbar, 
■Where Strength and Beauty, mel 

Kindle their image, tike a stat 
In « sea of glassy wealher. 
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Night, with all thy stars look down — 
Darkness,^ weep thy holiest dew — 
Never smiled the ineonstant moon 

On a pair so true ! 
Let eyes not see their own delight : 
Haste, swift Hour, and thy fl^t 
Oft renew ! 

Fairies, sprites, and angels keep her ! 

Holy stars, permit no wrong ! 
And retum to wake the sleeper, 
Dawn — ere it be long ! 
O joy ! O fear ! what will be done 
In the absenee of the sun ! 
Come along ! 

Perey Bysshe Shelley, 
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SONG 

When the lamp is shattered, 
The light in the dust lies dead ; 

When the eloud is seattered, 
The rainbow's glory is shed ; 

When the lute is broken, 
Sweet tones are remembered not ; 

When the lips have spoken, 
Loved aeeents are soon forgot. 

As musie and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute, 

The heart's eehoes render 
No song when the spirit is mute : 

No song but sad dii^es, 
Like the wind through a ruined eell, 

Or the moumiul surges 
That ring the dead seaman's knell. 

When hearts have onee mingled, 
Love first leaves the well-built nest : 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it onee possessed. 

O Love ! who bewailest 
The irailty- of all things here, 

Why ehoose you the Irailest 
For your eradle, your home and your bier ? 
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Its passions will roek thee 
As the stonns roek the ravens on high. 

Bright reason will moek thee, 
Like the sun from a wintrv sky. 

From thy nest every raner 
Witl rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 
When leaves faU and eold winds eome. 

Perey Bysshe Shelley. 
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TO JANE 

The keen stars were twinkling, 
And the fiur moon was rising among them, 
Dear Jane ! 
The guitar was tinkling, 
But the notes were not sweet till you sung them 
Again. 

As the moon's soft splendour 
O'er the ^dnt eold starlight of heaven 
Is thrown, 
So your voice most tender 
To the strings without soul had then given 
Its own. 

The stars will awaken, 
Though the moon sleep a full hour later 
To-night ; 
No leaf will be shaken, 
Whilst the dews of your melody seatter 
Delight. 

Though the sound overpowers, 
Sing again, with your dear voice revealing 
A tone 
Of some world fer iirom ours, 
Where musie and moonlight and feeling 
Are one. 

' Perey Byssht Skelley, 



\ 
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395 
HYMN TO PAN 

* O THOU) whose mighty palaee roof doth hang 
From jagged trunks, and overshadoweth 
Etemal ^uspers, |[looms, the birth, life, death 
Of unseen ilowers m heavy peacefulness ; 
Who lovest to see the Hamadryads dress 

Their ruffled loeks where meetmg hazels darken ; 

And through whole solemn hours dost sit, and hearken 

The dreary melody of bedded reeds — 

In desolate plaees, where dank moisture breeds 

The pipy hemloek to strange overgrowth, 

Bethinkmg thee, how mekmeholy loth 

Thou wast to lose iair Syrinx— do thou now, 

By thy love's milky brow, 

By all the trembling mazes that she ran, 

Hear us, great Pan ! 

' O thou, for whose soul-soothing quiet turtles 
Passion their voices eooingly 'mong myrtles, 
What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meadows, that outskirt the side 
Of thine enmoss^d realms : O thou, to whom 
Broad-leav^d fig-trees even now foredoom 
Their ripened fruitage ; yellow-girted bees 
Their golden honey-eombs ; our village leas 
Their mirest-blossomed beans and poppied eom ; 
The ehuekling linnet its five young unbom, 
To sing for thee ; low-ereeping strawberries 
Their summer eoolness ; pent-up butterflies 
Their fireckled wings ; yea, the firesh-budding year 
All its completi6ns — be quickly near, 
By every wind that nods the mountain pine, 
O forester divine ! 

* Thou, to whom every Faun and Satyr flies 
For willing service ; whether to surprise 
The squatted hare while in half-sleeping fit ; 
Or upward ragged preeipiees flit 

To save poor lambkins nrom the eagle's maw ; 
Or by mysterious entieement draw 
Bewildered shepherds to their path again ; 
Or to tread breathless round the firothy main, 
And gather up all &ncifiillest shells 
For thee to tumble into Naiads' eells. 



Hie irtiOe (bey pdt taA other oa tbe down 
Wth sUreiy oak-apples, uid Gr-eaaa bniwD — 
Br mll the «ehoes tlut aboat thee ring, 
Heai us, O satyr kii^ : 

' O HeaikeDei to tbe load-elappuig Sheus, 
While erer *iid ■noo to his sbon) pem 
A nn) goe* bteUing: Winder of tbe Hoen, 
Whoi nooted wiM-batm, lonting tender eoni, 
Ai^er oat hnntsmai : BKatba looDd ooi Ikinit, 
To keep off niildews, and >11 weatbei haims : 
Sliai^e Ministiant ol undeseribed sMutds, 
Tbat eome i.-swoonii^ oveT hollow gionnds, 
And witbei dieaiily oo honen mairs : 
Diead Openei of Ibe Mysterions Doors 
Leading to nniTeisal knowledge — see, 
Great Son of Diyape, 
Tbe many tbal aie eome to pay theii tows 
With leaTes abont theii brows ! 

'Be still the nnimaginable lodge 

Foi solitaiy thmkings ; sueh as dodge 

ConceptioD lo tbe Tciy boame of heaven, 

Then leaTe the naked brain ! be still Ihe Ieaveii, 

That spreadii^ in this dull and dodded eaith, 

Gires it a toneh etheieal — a new birth ! 

Be still a symbol of immensity ; 

A Gnnament ieflected in a sea ; 

An element GUtng the spaee between ; 

An unknown — but ao more ! We humbly seteen 

Witb npUft hands oui tbieheads, lowly bending, 

And, giTing ont a shout most hc3Lvea-rending, 

Conjnie thee to receive oni humble Pxan 

Upon (hy Mount Lyeean '. ' 

Joha Ktats. 
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To give maiden blushes 
To the white rose bushes? 
Or is it thy dewy hand the dslisy tips ? 

O Sorrow ! 

Why dost borrow 
The lustrous passion irom a falcon-eye ? — 

To give the glow-worm light ? 

Or, on a moonless night, 
To tinge, on s^rren shores, the salt sea-spry ? 

O Sorrow ! 

Why dost borrow 
The mellow ditties irom a mourning tongue ? — 

To give at evening pale 

Unto the nightingale, 
That thou mayest listen the eold dews among ? 

Sorrow ! 
Why dost borrow 

Heart's lightness from the merriment of May ? 

A lover would not tread 

A eowslip on the head, 
Though he should danee from eve till peep of day — 

Nor any drooping Aower 

Held saered for 3iy bower, 
Wherever he may sport himself and play. 

To Sorrow ! 

1 bade good morrow, 

And thought to leave her far away behind ; 

But eheerly, eheerly ! 

She loves me dearly ; 
She is so eonstant to me, and so kind : 

I would deceive her, 

And so leave her, 
But ah ! she is so eonstant and so kind. 



II 

Beneath my palm>trees, by the river side, 
I sat a-weeping : in the whole world wide 
There was no one to ask me why I wept — 

And so I kept 
Brimming the water-lily eups with tears 

Gold as my fears. 
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Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 
I sat a-weepmg : what enamour'd bride, 
Gheated by shadbwy wooer from the elouds, 

But hides and shrouds 
Beneath dark palm-trees by a river side ? 

And as I sat, over the light blue hills 
There eame a noise of revellers : the rills 
Into the wide stream eame of purple hue — 

'Twas Baeehus and his erew ! 
The eamest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kissing eymbals made a merry din — 

. 'Twas Baeehus and his kin ! 
Like to a moving vintage down they eame, 
Grown'd with green leaves, and feices all on flame ; 
AIl madly daneing through the pleasant valley, 

To seare thee, Mekuieholy ! 
O then, O then, thou wast a simple name ! 
And I foi^ot thee, as the berried holly 
By shepherds is forgotten, when in June, 
Tall ehestnuts keep away the sun and moon — 

I rush'd intp the folly ! . . . 



III 

* Whenee eame ye, merry Damsels ! whenee eame ye, 
So many, and so many, and sueh glee ? 

Why have ye left your bowers desolate, 

Your lutes, and gentler fa.te ? ' — 

' We follow Baeehus ! Baeehus on the wing, 
A-conquering ! 

Baoehus, young Baeehus ! good or ill betide, 

We danee before him thorough kingdoms wide : — 

Come hither, lady feir, and .joined be 
To our wild minstrelsy ! ' 

* Whenee eame ye, jolly Satyrs ! whenee eame ye, 
So many, and so many, and sueh glee ? 

Why have ye left your forest haunts ? why Ieft 
Your nuts in oak-tree cleft ? * — 

* For wine, for wine we left our kernel tree ; 
For wine we left our heath, and yellow brooms, 

And eold mushrooms ; 
For wine we folIow Baeehus through the earth ; 
Great god of breathless eups and ehirping mirth ! 
Come hither, lady iair, and join^ be 

To our maid minstrelsy ! ' 
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IV 

Over wide streams and mountains great we went, 
Andy save when Baeehus kept his ivy tent, 
Onward die tiger and the leopard pants, 

With Asian elephants : 
Onward these myriads — with song and danee, 
With sebras striped and sleek Arabians' pranee, 
Web-footed alligators, eroeodiles, 
Bearing tipon their sealy baeks, in files, 
Plmnp inrant laughers mimieking the eoil 
Of seamen and stout galley-rowers' toil : 
>A^th toying oars and silken sails they glide, 

Nor eare for wind and tide. 

Mounted on panthers' iiirs and lions' manes, 
From rear to van they seour about the plains ; 
A three days' joumey in a moment done ; 
And always, at the rising of the sun, 
About the wilds they hunt with spear and hom, 
On spleeniul unieora. 

I saw Osirian Egypt kneel adown 

Before the vine-wreath erown ! 
I saw pareh'd Abyssinia rouse and sing 

To the silver eymbals' ring ! 
I saw the whehning vintage hotly pieree 

Old Tartary the fierce ! 
The kings of Ind their jewel-sceptres vail, 
And firom their treasures seatter pearled hail ; 
Great Brahma irom his m^stie heaven groans, 

And all his pnesthood moans, 
Before young Baedius' eye-wink turaing pale ! 
Into these r^ons eame I, followin£ him, 
Siek-hearted, weary — so I took a mdm 
To stray away into these forests drear, 

^one, without a peer : 
And I have told thee all thou mayest hear. 



Young stranger ! 

I Ve been a ranger 
In seareh of pleasure throughout every elime. 

Alas I 'tis not for me : 

Bewiteh'd I sure must be, 
To lose in grieving all my maiden prime. 

Z 



, * 
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Come then, Sorrow, 

Sweetest Sorrow ! 
Like an own babe I norse thee on my breast : 

I thought to leave thee, 

And deceive thee, 
But now of all the world I love thee best. 

There is not one, 

No, no, not one 
But thee to comfort a poor lonely maid : 

Thou art her mother 

And her brother, 
Her playmate and her wooer in the shade.^ 

John Keats, 



397 

TO THE POETS 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 
Yc have left your souls on earth ! 
Have ye souls in heaven too, 
Double-lived in regions new ? 
Yes, and those of heaven eommune 
With the spheres of sun and moon ; 
With the noise of fountains wondrous 
And the parle of voices thtmd'rous ; 
With the whisper of heaven's trees 
And one another, in soft ease 
Seated on El^rsian lawns 
Browsed by none but Dian's fawns ; 
Undemeadi laige blue-bells tented, 
Where the daises are rose-seented, 
And the rose herself has got 
Periume whieh on earth is not ; 
Where the nightingale doth sing 
Not a senseless, traneed thmg, 
But divine melodious trutii, 
Philosophie numbers smooth, 
Tales and golden histories 
Of heaven and its mysteries. 



Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ye live again ; 
And the souls ye left behind you 
Teaeh us, here, the way to find you^ 
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Where your other souls are joying, 
Never slumber'd, never eloying. 
Here your earth-bom souls still speak 
To mortals, of their little week ; 
Of their sorrows and delights ; 
Of their passions and their spites ; 
Of their glory and their shame ; 
What doth strengthen and what maim : 
Thus ye teaeh us, every day, 
Wisdom, though fled mr away ! 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 
Ye have left your souls on earth ! 
Ye have souls in heaven too, 
Double-lived in regions new ! 

John Keats, 



TO PSYGHE 

GODDESS ! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
By sweet enforcement and remembranee dear, 

And pardon that thy seerets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conch^ ear : 

Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see 
The wing^ Psyehe with awakened eyes ? , 

1 wandereain a torest thoughtlessly, 

And, on the sudden, fainting wim surprise, 
Saw two fair ereatures, eouehed side by side 

In deepest grass, beneath the whispering roof 

Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, searee espied : 
'Mid hushed, eool-rooted Aowers Iragrant-eyed, 

Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian, 
They lay ealm-breathing on the bedded grass ; 

Their arms embrae^, and their pinipns too ; 

Their lips touehed not, but had not bade adieu 
As if disjom^d by soft-handed slumber, 
And ready still past kisses to outnumber 

At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love 1 
The wineed boy I knew ; 

But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove ? 
His Psyehe true ! 
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O latest-bora and loveliest vision hr 

0{ aJl Olympus' ikded hieiarehy ! 
Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-regioned star 

Or Yesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky ; 
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none, 

Nor altar heaped witn Aowers ; 
Nor Virgin-choir to make deUdons moan 

Upon the midnight hours ; 
No Yoiee, no lute, no pipe, no ineense sweet 

From ehain-swung eenser teeming ; 
No shrine, no grove, no orade, no heat 

Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming ! 

br^htest ! though too late for antioue vows, 
Too-too late for the fond believing lyre, 

When holy were the haunted fore8t boughs, 
Holy the air, the water, and the fire ; 

Yet even in thise days so hx retired 
From happy pieties, thy lueent luis, 
Flutterin^ among the £unt 01ym{Hans, 

1 see, and smg, by my own eyes inspired ! 
So let me be thy ehoir, and make a moan 

Upon the midni^ht hours ! 
Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, ihy ineense sweet 

From swinged eenser teeming ; 
Thy shrine, my grove, thy oiade, thy heat 

Of pale-moutlrd prophet dreaming. 



Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fime 

In some untrodden r^on of my mind, 
Where brandi^ thoughts, new-grown with pleasant pain, 

Instead of pines shsdl murmur in the ^wind : 
Far, hx around shall those dark-dustored trees 

Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep ; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees 

The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull'd to sleep ; 
And in the midst of this wide quietness 
A rosy sanetuary moII I dress 
yfith. the wreath'd trellis of a working brain — 

yfith buds, and bells, and stars wimout a name, 
With all the gardener Fancy e'er eould faga, 

Who, breedin|; Aowers, will never breed the same : 
And there shall be for thee all soft delight 

Thatshadowy thought ean win, 
A bright tordi, and a easement ope at night 

To let the warm Love in ! 

\ Jokn, Keais. 



KEATS 357 

399 

TO A NIGHTINGALE 

My heart aehes, and a drowsy nmnlmess pains 

My sense, as though of hemloek I had drunk,^ 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk : 
'Tis not througn envy of thy happy lot, 
But being too happy in thy hapinness, 
That tnou, light-wing^ Dryad of the Trees, 
In some melodious plot 
Of beeehen green and shadows numberless, 
Singest olsummer in full-throated ease. 

O, for a dranght of vintage, that hath been 

Gool'd a long age in the deep-delv6d earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the eountry-green, 

Danee, and Provencal song, and sun-bumt mirth ! 
O, for a beaker full oi the warm South, 
Full of the true, the blushiul Hippoerene, 
"^th beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stain^ mouth, 
That I might orinK, and leave the world unseen, 
And wiSi thee ^Eide away into the forest dim ! 

Fade &r away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known : 
The weariness, the fever, and the firet 

Here, where men sit and hear eaeh other groan ; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs ; 
Where youth grows pale, and speetre-thin, and dies ; 
Where but to think is to be rall of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs ; 
Where beauty eannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow ! 

Away ! away ! for I will Ay to thee, 

Not eharioted by Baeehus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wing of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards ! 
Already with thee ? Tender is the night, 
And haplv the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
eiuster'd around by all her starry Fays ; 
But here there is no light, 
Save what^irom heaven is with the breeses blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 



I eannot see what Hoirets are iX ray feet, 

Nor wlutt Eoft ineense hangs upon (he boughs, 
Bat, in emhahnM darkness, guess eaeh sweet 

Wherewith the seasonable month endows 

The grass, the thieket, and the fruit-t(ee wild t 

'White hawthoni, and the pastoral eglandne ; 

Past'&idiDg violets cover'd up in leaves ; 

And mid-May's eldest ehild, 

The eoming rausk-rose, fidl of dewy wine, 

Ls haunt of Hies on summer eves 



Darkling I listen ; and — for many a tinie 

I h&ve been half in Iove with easeful Death, 
eall'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 

To take into the air my giuet breath — 
Now more than ever seems it rieh to die, 
To eease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art ponring fbrth thy »oul abroad 
In sueh an eestasy 1 
Still wouldst thou sing, aru I have eais in vBin— 
To thy high requiem beeome a sod. 



Thou wast not bom foi death, immortal Bird I 

No hungry generations tread thee down ; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heaid 

In aneient days by emperor and elown : 
Perhapa the self same song that found a palh 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, siek farliome, 
She stood in teais amid the alien eom ; 
The same that oft-tiines hath 
eharmed magie eosements, opening on the &nm 
Of perilous seas, in &eiy lands farlam. 

Forloni I the very word is Uke a bell 

To toll Rie baek &om thee (o my sole seli 
Adieu t the ^ey eannot eheat 30 well 
As she is &med to do, deeeiying elf 1 
Adieu I adieu 1 thy plaintive anthem &des 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hill-side ; and now 'tis buried de«p 
In the next valley-glades : 
Was it a yision, or a waldng dream J 
Fled is that musie : — do I wake or sleep ? 

/Bin Ktats. 
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LA BBLLE DAME SANS MERGI 

' O, WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

Alone and pa^ely loitering ? 
The sedge has wither'd from the lake, 

And no birds sing. 

'O, what ean ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
So ha|[gard and so woe-begone ? 

The squirrel's granary is iiill, 
And the harvest 's done. 

' I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew, 
And on thy eheeks a fading rose 

Fast witiiereth too.' — 

' I met a lady in the meads, 
Full beautuul — a feery's ehild : 

Her hair was long, her toot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 

' I made a garland for her head, 
And braeelets too, and fragrant zone. 

She looked at me as she did love, 
And made sweet moan. 

* I set her on my padng steed, 

And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sidelong would she bei^and smg 
A faery's song. 

* She found me roots of relish sweet, 

And honey wild, and manna dew, 
And sure in language strange she said : — 
* I love thee true ! ' 

* She took me to her elfin grot, 

And there she wept and sigh'd full sore, 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four. 



i 



' And there ihe InliM me «sle«p, 
And there I dretfbed— ah t woe belide I 

The lUest dream I erer dreamed 
On the eold hiH's »de 1 

* I saw ptUe kit^ and prinees too, 
Pale watriois, dealh-pale were Ihey all. 

ThCT eried :— ' La Belle Darae sans Merd 
Halh thee in thiall I ' 

' I BBW their Btarved Ups in the gtoam, 
With horrid waming gap&l wide, 

And I awoke and found me here 
On the eold bill'a side. 

' And this is why 1 5ojoum here, 
Alone and palel;^ loitering. 
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S TIME OF KOSES 



That ehurlish season never froi 
Oa early loveis yet 1 
O, no — the woild was newly ei 
With Howers, when iirsl we mi 



'TwBs twilight, and 1 bade you go, 

But etill you held me &st : 

It was the time of roses — 

We plueked them as we passed. 

T/Umuu Heed. 
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dream-pedlXry 

> 

If there were dreams to sell, 

What would you buy ? 
Some eost a pasdng bell ; ' 

Some a lignt sigh ^ 

That shakes from Life's iresh erown 
Only a rose-l^ down. • 
If there were dreams to sell, 
Merry and sad to tell, ' 

And the erier rung the bell, 

What would you buy?. 

A eottage lone and still, 

With bowers nigh, 
Shadowy, my woes to still, 

Until I die. 
Sueh pearl from Life's fresh erown 
Fain would I shake me down. 
Were dreams to have at will, 
This would best heal my ill, 

This would I buy. 

But there were dreams to sell 

111 didst thou buy ; 
Life is a dream, they tell, • 

Waking, to die. 
Dreaming, a dream to piize, 
Is wishing ghosts to rise ; 

And, if I hetd the spell 

To odl the buried well, 
Whieh 6ne would I ? 

/ Thomas Lwell Biddoes, 

DIRGE 

If (hou wilt ease thine heart 
Of love and all its smart, 

Then sleep, dear, sleep, 
And not a sorrow 
Hang any tear on your eyelashes I 

Lie still and deep, 
Sad soul, unti^ the sea-wave washes 
The rim o' the sun to-morrow 
In eastem sky. 



BEDDOES 

Bat wilt thou eure thine heut 
Of tove and [dl its smait, 
Then die, deu, die 1 
Tis deeper, sweeter, 
Than on a rose hank tc 

With folded eje. 
And then alone, amid the beaming 
Of loYe's stais, thou It meet her 
rn eastem sky. 

Tktmas LomII Biddaes. 



HOW HANY TIMES 

How many times do I love thee, deu? 
Tell me how many thoughts there be 
In the atino^iere 
Ofanew-&]rnveai, 
Whose white and sable hours appeai 

The latest tlake of etemit; :— 
So many times do I love thee, deai I 

How many times do 1 love again ? 
Tell me how many bwis theie are 
In a »lver ehain 
Of evening lain, 
Unravelled from the tumbling main, 

And Ihieading the eye of a yellow siar : 
So many times do I love again I 

Tkmtai LmitU Beidaei 

ULALUME 

Thk skies they weie ashen and sober, 

The leaves they were ciisp61 and sere — 
The leaveB they were withering md seie ; 

It was night in the lonesome Oetoliei 
Of my roost immemorial year ; 

It was haid \sv the dim lake of Auber, 
In the misty mid i^on of Weii — 

It was down by tbe dank tam of Auber, 

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 
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Here onee, through an alley Titanie 

Of q^ress, I roamed with my soul^ 

Of eypress, with Psyehe, my SouL 
These were days when my heart was volcanic 

As the seoriae rivers that roll — 

As the lavas that restlessly roU — 
Their sulphurous eurrents down Yaanek 

In the ultimate elimes of the Pole — 
That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 

In the realms of the Boreal Pole. 



Our talk had been serious and sober, 

But our thoughts they were palsied and sere — 
Our memories were treaeherous and sere — 

For we knew not the month was Oetober, 
And we marked not the night of the year 
( Ah, night of all nights in 3ie year !) — 

We noted not the dim lake of Auber 

(Though onee we had joumeyed down here), 

Remembered not the dank tam 01 Auber 

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 



And now, as the night was seneseent 
And star-dials pointed to mom — 
As the star-dials hinted of mora — 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of whieh a miraeulous ereseent 
Arose with a duplieate hom— 

Astarte's bediamonded ereseent 

Distinet with its duplieate hom. 



And I said : — * She is warmer than Dian 
She rolls through an ether of sighs — 
She revels in a region of sighs : 

She has seen that the tears are not dry on 

These eheeks, where the worm never dies, 

And has eome past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies — 
To the Lethean peaee of the skies — 

Come up, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us Mdth her bright eyes — 

Come up through the lair of the Lion 
With love in her luminous eyes.* 
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But Ptyehe, ubliiting her finger, 

Said :---< Sadly this sttr I mistrtist— 
Her pdlor I strangely mistrust — 

Oy hatten ! — O» let us not linger ! 

O, fly !— let us fly I — ^ibr we must' 

In terror she siwke, letting sink her 

Wings until they trailed in the dust — 

In agony sobbed, lettinc[ sink her 

Plumes till Uiey trailed in the dust — 
Till they sorrowlully trailed in the dust, 

I replied : — * This is nothing but dreaming ; 

Let us on by this tremulous light ! 

Let us bathe in this erystalline light ! 
Its Sybilie splendour is besuning 

With Hope and in Beautv to-night : — 

See ! — ^it Aiekers up the sky through the night ! 
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, 

And be sure it will lead us aright — 
We safely may trust to a gleaming 

That eannot but guide us aright, 

Sinee it Aiekers up to Heaven through the night.' 

Thus I pacified P^ehe, and kissed her, 
And tempted her out of her gloom — 
And conquered her seruples and gloom ; 

And we passed to the end ot the vista, 

But were stopped by the door of a tomb 
By the door of a legended tomb ; 

And I said : — * What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb ? ' 
She repUed : — * Ulalume — Ulalume — 
»Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume ! ' 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 

As the leaves that were erisped and sere — 
As the leaves that were withering and sere— 

And I eried : — * It was surely Oetober 
On this very n^ht of last year 
That I ioumey& — I joumeyed down here— 
That I brought a dread burden down here ! 
On this nieht of all nights in the year, 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here? 

Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber, 
This misty mid region of Weir — 

Well I know, now, this dank tam of Auber, 
Thb ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.' 

Bdgar Allan Poe, 
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406 

FOR ANNIE 

Thank Heaven ! the erisis-- 

The danger is past, 
And the li^ering illness 

Is over at last — 
And the fever ealled * hmng ' 

Is conquered at last. 

Sadly, I know 

I am shom of my strength, 
And no musele I move, 

As I lie at full lengUi — 
But no matter ! — I feel 

I am better at length. 

And I rest so eomposed, 

Now, in my bea, 
That any beholder 

Might £uicy me dead — 
Might start at beholding me, 

Thinking me dead. 

The moaning and groaning, 

The sighi^ and sobbing 
Are quieted now, 

With that horrible throbbing 
At heart — Ah ! that horrible, 

Horrible throbbing ! 

The siekness — the nausea— 

The pitiless pain — 
Have eeased, with the fever 

That maddened my brain — 
With the fever ealled * Living ' 

That bumed in my brain. 

And 01 of all tortures 

That torture the worst 
Has abated — the terrible 

Torture of thirst 
|i'or the naphthaline river 

Of Passion aeeurst — 
I have drunk of a water 

That quenches all thirst :— 



POE 

Of*WKterthmtBow«, 

Wtth a lullaby sound, 
FK>in ■ spring but & veiy few 

Feet under groond — 
Prom a cavem not veiy &u: 

Down under gtound. 

And Ah 1 let it never 

Be ibolishl; 'saiA 
That my room it is gtoomy, 

And naiTOw my hed 
For man neyer slept 

In a diSerent bed — 
And, to tleefi, you must slumber 

In just sudi a bed. 



Here blandly reposes, 
Forgetling, or never 

Regretting its roses— 
Its old agitatioDs 

Of myrtles and roses : 

For now, while so quiedy 

Lying, it tuides 
A holier odour 

About it, of pansies — 
A rosemaiy odour, 

eommingled with pansies — 
Wth rue and the beauttiii] 

Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily, 

Bathii^ in many 
A dreun of the truth 

And the beauty o( Annie — 
Drowned in a bath 

Of Ihe tresses of Annie. 

Sbe tenderly kissed me, 

She Ibndly earessed, 
And then I fell gently 

To sleep on her breast — 
Deeply to sleep 

From ihe heaven of her breast. 
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And she prayed to the angels 

To keep me irom hann — 
To the (]ueen of the angels 

To shield me from hann. 

And I lie so eomposedly, 

Now m my bed 
(Knowing her love), 

That you fancy me dead — 
And I rest so eontentedly, 

Ndw in my bed 
(WiOTher love at my breast), 

That you £Eincy me dead — 
That you shudder to look at me, 

Thmking me dead : — 

But my heart it is brighter 

Than all of the many 
Stars in the sky, 

For it sparkles with Annie — 
It glows with the light 

Of the love of iny Annie — 
With the thought of the light 

Of the eyes of my Annie. 

Edgar Allan Poe, 



407 

THE HAUNTED PALAGE 

In the greenest of our valleys 

By good angels tenanted, 
Onee a fair and stately palaee — 

Radiant palaee — ^reared its head. 
In the monareh Thought's dominion, 

It stood there ! 
Never seraph spread a pinion 

Over fabric half so fair ! 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 

On its roof did float and flow 
(This — ^all this — ^was in the olden 

Time long ago), 
And every gentle air that dallied 

In that sweet day, 
Along the ramparts plumedand pallid, 

A winged odour went away. 
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Wanderen in that happy vaU^ 

Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musieallY 

To a lute's weU-tunra law» 
Round about a throne where, dtting 

(Porph]rrogene !) 
In state ms gloiv well be^tting, 

The ruler of the reahn was seen. 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 

Was the fair palaee door, 
Thro^h wWeh eame «owing, Aowing, Aowing 

And sparklmg evermore, 
A troop of Eehoes, whose sweet duty 

Was but to sing, 
In yoioes of surpassing bdiuty, 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

Assailed the monareh's high estate 
(^, let us moum I — ^for never morrow 

Shall dawn upon him desolate !) ; 
And round about his home'the glory, 

That blushed and bloomed» 
Is but a dim-remembered story 

Of the old time entombed. 

And travellers, now, within that valley 

Through the red-titten windows see 
Vast forms, that move fiuitastically 

To a diseordant melody, 
While, like a ghastly rapid river, 

Through the pale door 
A hideous throng rush out forever, 

^d laugh — ^but smile no more. 

Edgar Allan Poe, 

408 
ANNABEL LEE 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 
That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

By the name of Annabel Lee ; 
And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

Than to love and be loved by me. 
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ic? I was a ehild, and she was a ehild 

dT* In this langdom by the sea : 

But we loved with a love that was more than love — 

I and my Annabel Lee — 
ii; With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 

Coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 
In this kingdotn by the sea, 
« A wind blew out of a doud, ehilling 

"^ My beautiiul Annabel Lee ; 

So that her high-bom kinsman eame 
And bore her away from me, 
f. To shut her up in a sepulehre 

^ In this kmgdom by the sea. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 

Went envying her and me ! 
Yes ! — ^that was the reason (as all men know 

In this kingdom by the sea) 
That the wind eame out of the eloud hy night, 

ehilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

But our love it was stronger by hx than the love 

Of those who were older than we — 

Of many far wiser than we — 
And neither the angels in heaven above 

Nor the demons down under the sea 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee : 

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams 

Of the beautiAil Annabel Lee ; 
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautilul Aimabel Lee ; 
And so all the night-tide I lie down by the side 
Of my darling — ^my darling ! — ^my life and my bride, 

In the sepulehre there by the sea, 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

£4gar Allan Poe. 
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NOTES 



1-3. GEOFFREY CHAUCER (13401400). 

1. Prom The Legend of Good Women : Text A in Professor Skeat's 
Third Yolume of The CotnpleU Works of GeoJrey Ghaueer (Oxford, 
1894). A formal ballade, less the envoy. 

S^lti^go\6.tn clere^hng\it disteyne^}ytSmi 

y-fere^togtih.tx chere^iMct detraysedsshtttBytd 

Maketh—makit{imp.) soun^wond. 

2. Seleeted from the Fifth Book of Troilus and Griseyde, It is, not 
a formal lyrie but, an excerpt Irom a romanee in verse. But it is 
eharged with an emotion whieh is not of a day but of all time ; its 
efifect is absolutely lyrieal ; and, to this oompiler at least, it msdees as 
perfect a iiederhrans as is in the language. Seetion i oorresponds to 
Stanzas 77-79 of Professor Skeat's Edition (as above), Vol. ii. 

y-hig^hi—cal\td ^fMUM/squenched gye'=gaidt Hsse =}oy 

II eorresponds to Stanzas 81-3. 

OMls ss onee : aiderlevest = dearest of all 

III eorresponds to Stanzas 91-92, the iirst two lines of Stanza 91 
being omitted. 

IV eorresponds to Stanzas 93-94. 

hennisf=\itact : gittne=i\itgia to 

V eorresponds to Stanzas 96-97. 

sote a sweet stoundimele =■ from time to time 

bote=ihtDt^t ttoinnid=paattd 

3« A triple roundel, as Professor Skeat notes ( Worhs, as aboye, 
l 386-7). 

A/iyf=them helen^htal hait—ho\ds % 

steroi=iStaivt y-strihe=:stmck scidt=:s\sLtt 



4-e. WILLIAM DUNBAR {c. 1465?- 1520?). 

A master of metre, a rare humourist, a satirist of lastin^ distinetion, 
a writer whose yoeabulary amazes even now, the most eonsiderable poet 
bred in Seotland between Robert Henryson and Robert Bums, Dunbar 



y WMam Dtaiar. edited, ia Four hns, br John Small (M.A.. 
F.S.A. Seot.) fbr Ibe Seottitb Ten Sodetr (Edinburgli, 1884-90). 
4» Tbis itomMT ^■^tWtt of StAons i.-iiiL ""^ fi*«M** Kjdv,-uv. ^ 
Donbu's £iMWiW /«■ £1« MaiaTit r-poeU) Ouk*» Ht Wa Sti». 
Far ihe Ibnn, that of tbe kytidk (k &mirite with Dimhw, wbo hu 
aramiddoia) of enmplei). ««eBanviIle, PttitTraiUi— 

Oid Taudn ■(&voir !■ |intiqm 

Dt ettte i^DB jiiri£qu, 

I* dii mue biBna» (n (Set 

L* KyritOi aima ltfiiii. 
Tbe >MonkorBui7'(Stanraii)L)it ^ohnLrdgate. 
liwUiBleeble BuiirowiUDw ^oeRU 

aEauaa^-dudiig (jTK>H'*'t:r™>it Xil(Mnoarmuin 

AHnMi/iuDdei unu ilMrotattle //ct ^igu titKtiulr 

MnbH^onieUng C4|Ma&~chicr oT m {ir- AdmteHu pitUulIy 

fjWoi]jr risoa devo(ired 

litMr^wean itmr^tirmtr Oyjmt=Q(iita£^ty 

mtllit~ituMM.y yueoM'- |»iiancc mml=ttmiif 

mm^tK'iioo turrigiatwtaitiaBS Jiifmit=Tnpm 

Hf7owae-begonG Art-Kafitiiau=iiuKris 

Here are Stanias iiv.-iiiii., torwhose omission I mBlee noapology, 
eren thoueh Iher demonstrale be]roDd the posmbilil; of doubtinE that 
Dnnbar'i Lamail was EUKgested b; Wllon s inunonai trilt^ 01 bal- 
lades, ' Des Dames du Temps Indis ' ; ' Des Seignems du TeinpE 
Jadis ' ; ond ' Mesme Propos en Vieil Langage Prsnpoii ' : — 



H<dtiiid €t Barboui be bnB berwi 
Alliia I thnt b> nnuBht wiih w* 1 
SebiE Moiuo LoltErl of Ihe Lc ; 

HmDE Meatii oontiubat me 
eisle of TnneDi elle he bu tm 
ThMmud theub ' '~ 
Seihir Gilbeit Uar 

Tlme* MgrtiiGO 

He hu BUsd Hary, <t Sudy TraiU 
Slaiu with hlt tdtoni of 0011111 hailt. 
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He hes tane Roall of Aberdene, 
And sentUI Ronll of Corstorphin[e] ; 
Two bettir fallowis did no man se ; 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 

In DnmfermelTne he has done rovne 
With Mabter Robert Henrisoun ; 
Sehir lohne the Ros enbrast hes 00 ; 
Timor Mortis eonturbat me. 

And he has now tane, last of aw, 
Gud gentill Stobo et Onintyne Sehaw, 
Of (^unam all wiehtis hes pet^ : 
Tunat Mortis eonturbat me. 

Gud Maister Walter Kennedy, 
In po^rnt of dede lyis reraly, 
Gret reuth it wer that so suld be ; 
Timor M<Mrtis eonturbat me. 

5. The obsession of Winter, whieh bears so heavily on sueh middle- 
aged folk as are suseeptible to extemal InAuenees, has nowhere been 
conveyed, I think, so powerfully as here. 

dirk=daxk drumiie—maddy </iri?=wretched 

duH t^iit^ lurk/arschoir—Gawtx for dread regutir^rtK^imt 

troubled spirit ^ ^/=:Iive 4»/schest 

dtesioritnr^yireants iotui—stoop anups:cu^ 

>ir//ix=sgates 

6. The stanza here is the ballade octave, but the rhymes ehange as 
d|e octave ends. In the last verse but one, as often in Bums, the 
slrong Seots r gives ' world ' the value of a dissyllable. 

lVeMd ikee/ro — pass from thee yihand— steady 

Dress/rom deseri — Forth from the waste ass — ashes 

grtutmngin tky gaiis^worldng on tby road 



7-8. JOHN SKELTON (14— ?- 1529). 

7. The litany In Praise of lohanna Seroope forms part of The Bokt 
of Phyllyp Sparowe, The Latin refrains are omitted. In the original, 
upon the line ' In beauty and virtue/ there foIIows this quatrain : — 

Haee elaritate ^emina, 

O gloriosa foenuna, 

Mem<nr esto verbi tui senro tuo ! 

Servus tuus sum ego. 

Upon the reeurrenee of the same line :— 

Hae daritate gemina, 

O gloriosa foemina, 

Bonitatem fecisd eum servo tuO| domina» 

£t ex praeeordib sonant praeoMua. \ 

The third overword runs thus :— 

Hae daritate gemina, 

O gloriosa fGemina« 

DMieeit in salutatione tua anima mea : 

Quid petis filio, mater duldsiima 7 baMe 1 
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10-12. HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 

(1517-1546), 

the true Moming Star of the English Renaseenee, of whom Marlowe 
learned the numerousness of the heroie iambie, and Shakespeare, as 
my No. ZZ will show, the eadenee and the eut, die eapaeity and spirit, 
of tbe English quatorzain. All three pieees are modemised from Mr. 
Arber's Reprint of Tottel. The original title of Z0 is A fraise of his 
loue: wherin he reproueth them that eompare their Ladtes vnth his; 
that of Z2 is Compiaint ofthe 'absenee of her louer being upon the sea, 

18. NIGHOLAS GRIMALD (15191562). 

The first among the Songes Written by Nieolas Grimald^ as reprinted 
by Mr. Arber in his Edition of TotteL 

14-17. ALEKANDER SGOTT (1520?. 158-?), 

ealled 'the Seottish Anaereon,* was a writer of singular eleganee 
and ease, an expert in form, at onee a lyrist and a wit ; but for nearly 
two eenturies he existed only in the famous Manuseript eompiled, 
(1568), in a time of pestilenee, by George Bannat^me. AUan Ramsay, 
drawing on this Manuseript for his Ever Green (1724), quoted some 
Seotts as nearly as he dared — (for Seott, like all the makers, was 
anything but mim-mouthed) — and in 1821 the late David Laing, keen 
for the honour of Seotland, but shrinking, as Ramsay before him, 
from Seott in his integrity, published a First Edition of the Poems, 
eomplete, I believe, so far as numbers go, but something ehastened in 
the matter of dietion. An Edition has beeh done of late for the Seot- 
tish Text Soeiety ; but my text is more or less modemised li'om The 
Bannatyne MS, as printed (1879) ^^ Glasgow for the Hunterian Glub. 
Z4 is No. ccxxxL in the Huntenan Edition aforesaid. The stanza is 
the ballade octave — a b, ab, b c, bc, 

haid=\ittp Nor =than ^ ^ sall gang^shsW go 

biiappit^oppressed /mj^a//=privileged fr»=since 
^ar/A=garden-close tai/=Ttst sai/=sa.ye 

sua^^swttt Aa£^=have eteara^^ue^^mghtiaeoloat 

Dogo with minet with mtnd invart ^Go as I go, not merely in semblanee, 

but also in spirit. 

Z5. The stanza, an exceeding hard one, is a variation from that 
of the deeasyllabie ballade : also of ten verses oti four rhymes. 

halespme^\\a\y loup^ltaip Bratstt^tnwioped 

Jfermit ^eonmmtd Mir^^i^sssenritude xa//a/arefre^iment 

JnblaMch/arm^Yxttoif^ixtgt sytt—gntvt sichiHg^s\g^3xag 

sitssy^tep\nt herd^ttp steer^Tudati 

^/swithout eorse^hody eure=^duagt 

lVhithsiyir)nGh meittaMd'^hAyiag (td sjme walh^ihtn dtpait 

cossismtxGhaaigt howp^hopt wathe^dMng^r 
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376 NOTES 

z6. Here Seott writes with the very eadenee of ehristina Rossetti, 
and the Swinbume of a oertain number in the old, itumbliabU, epoeh- 
making Potmi and Ballads, 

remiidanm»dy dHd^dtMih. tiek^ngh 

iJkiriedssent^vtd m m k m$u l 9 makSng gMr^gLeny 

Vj, A set of this number, diSerently staged and five stansas long, is 
printed in Mr. Yeowell's Edition of Wyatt in the Aldine Poets, under 
this heading : — TMe Abused Lover Admoniskes tht Umoary to Beware 
ofLove, 

18. RIGHARD EDWARDS (1523-1566). 

x8. Reprinted and modemised from The Paradiu of Dainiy 
Deuises : ' Gontaining sundry pithie preeepts, leamed Gounsailes and 
exceUent Inuentions: right pleasant and proiitable for all estates. 
Deuised and written for Uie most parte by M. Edwardes, sometime of 
her Maiesties GhappeU : the rest by sundry leamed Gentlemen both 
of Honor and Worship, whose names heerafter folIowe. Whereunto 
is added sundry new Inuentions, very pleasant and deUghtfulL At 
London. Printed by Edward Allde for Edward White dweUing at 
the Uttle North doore of Saint Paules Ghureh, at the signe of the 
Gunne. Anno 1596.' The present pieee is the Forty-Ninth Deuise, 



19-26. ANONYMOUS. 

19. From the Reyal MS, (Appendix 58) in the British Museum. 
The quatrain has been printed in Professor Ewald ^lUgel's Neueng- 
lisehes Lesebuek (HaUe, 1895). 20. From the Seeond Edition of Totters 
Miseellany (Mr. Arber's reprint). 21. From Tottel's Miseellany 
(Arber), where it opens thus : — 

' My yoathful ]rears are past, 
My joyfuI days are gone : 
My ufe it may not last, 
My grave and I am one.* 

The first four quatrains are here omitted. 22. This graceful lyrie 
laeks nothing of the formal ballade, save the envoy, and the eonsonanee 
of rhymes a \ a through all three octaves. Preserved in The 
Bannatyne MS, (Part V. No. cxcii. in the Hunterian Glub's 
impression), it was transeribed by Ramsay for The Ever Green, 
and there may very weU have given Bums a hint for the metrieal 
strueture of his Mary Morison (p. 288). 

o*erfrei^9AQimtA sehatuSs^yroods 

sheen—hAAt mene=comp\ain 

dotu depaini^T^iattd hyd and kue^iS^ and compIexton 

MVi^£r=catches a glimpse mae^iaiatt 

Ti^, From Mr. Arber's reprint of Tottel's Miseellany (1870). 
24. No. ccxx. in The Bannatyne MS., as above. This firesii and 
joyous ditty is mentioned in The Gomplaynt ofScotland (1549). and is 
quoted, with an additional stanza and a tune, \ViJohn Porbes his Songs 
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and Paneies (i68a), often deseribed as the ' Aberdeen Gantus.* David 
Lming indined to aseribe it, not without reason, as I tbink, to Alesander 
Seott, who writes, indeed^ of May in the right Chaucerian spirit : — 

' May is the moneth maist amene 
Yot them in Yenus' service bene 

To reereate their bea^y hearts : 
May eauses eoora^e fiiom the splene, 
And ererytbing m May revarts/ ete. 

skeem=\fng!tit ^reiuciaMd=tibmiag tiU^iaio 

3«ivfx~boughs ^tWAskind 

25. No. ccxzvL in The Bannatyne MS,, as above. Attributed to 
AIexander Seott by Henry Weber (who may very well have got the 
idea from Sir Walter himself), and reprinted by ]3avid Laing in the 
notes to his edition of that maker (1821). Compare, in effect, 
No. 15 in the present eoUeetion. 

h^A aieve—VLp\i(itd WMx=wish AW^^/=heaIth t«t«tr^inward 

tvM«f/=deIightful ^M/rr'seaeh other's usamd'srmag de^artss^dbndts 
gUmJSUi^* to open the eyes at intervals in awaking from a disturbed sleep ' 
f¥Mr^=:remedy «nu/^death 

26. From Mr. Arber's reprint of Tottel's Miseellany^ as above. 



27-69. 

27. From ExoduSt ehap. xv. The first eighteen verses are set 
down, with the refiain of Miriam in the twenty-first verse as 2ijinale, 
28. Erom The Seeond Book o/Samuel, ehap. 1. The verses seleeted 
run from the nineteenth to tne twenty-seventh, inclusive. 29. The 
Twenty-Pourth Psalm of David. 30. The Twenty-Ninth Psahn of 
I>avid. 31. The Porty-Seeond Psalm: *to the chief musieian 
Masehil, for the sons of Korah.' 32. The Forty-Seventh Psalm : ' to 
the chief musieian, a Psalm for the sons of Korah.' 33. The Eighty- 
Third PSalm : ' a Song or Psalm of Asaph.' 34. The One Hundred 
and Pourth Psalm. 35. The One Hundred and Twenty-Sixth Psahn : 
'a song of degrees.' 36. The One Himdred and Thhty-Seventh 
Psalm. 37. The One Hundred and Thirty-Ninth Psahn. 38. The 
One Hundred and Forty-Eighth PsaUn. 39. The Thurd Chapter of 
The Book ofjob, The nrst two verses are omitted. 40. The Reply of 
EIiphaz the Temanite in the Fourth Chapter of The Book ofJob. The 
first two verses are omitted. 41. The Ninth and Tenth Chapters of 
The Book o/Job, eontaining the Re^y to Bildad. 42. The Fourteenth 
ehapter of The Book ofJob, 43. The Twenty-Sbtth Chapter of The 
Book ofJob, The first verse is omitted. 44. The Thuty-Eighth and 
Thuty-Ninth Chapters of The Booh of Job. 45. The Portieth and 
Forty-Fh^t Chapters of The Book of Job, The first six verses of the 
Fortieth Ohapter are omitted. 40. The Seventh Ohapter of The 
Proverbs, 47. The Thirty-First Ohapter of The Proruerbs, The first 
nine verses are omitted. 48. The First Chapter of Eeelesiastes, The 
first verse is omitted. 49. The first eleven verses of the Ninth Ohapter 
of EeeUsiastes, 50. 'The first seven verses of the Twelfth Chapter of 
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EeeUstaila, 51. The First OiBpter of Tkt Smg o/Songs. Tbe 6lst 
vene is omitted. 53. Tbe Seeond and Third ehapters oT TAe Song 
ef Sones, S3- The Konrth Chapter of Tht Smg of Smgs. 54, The 
Fi(lh ehapter of Tht S(mgef Songi. SS- The Seventfa Ghapter of 
TAt SoHg Bf Songs. 56. The Thirteenth Chapler or Tht Booi oflAe 
Propiel Isaiah, with the exceptioD of tbe Brst verse. 57. The 
Rtieenlh Ghapler of /saiak: • the Burden of Moab.' ^ The 
Twenty-ThirdChaptccof/jfliai: ■ ihe Burden of Tyre. ' M- Tbelast 
Iwo Yerses of Ihe Thu^y-Fourlli Ghapter of tsaiak, to whieh is added 
Ibe Ttairty-Flfth Chapter. Co. From Ibe tenlb to the twentietb 
verse inctusive of the ThirtT-Bigbth Ghapter of Isaiah. 61. The 
I«e1ve opening verses of the Fifty-5econd ehapter of IsaiaA. 62. Tbe 
Siilielh ebapler of IiaiaA. 63. From the third to the twe][th yerses 
inelusive of ihe Forty-Sii(th Chapter of Tie Book of ihe Propli^ 
lenmiak. 64. The Fir5t Ghapler of Tke LamtntaHons of /treiHiak. 
tS.TheSeveaitiCbitptKroITkeBooioftieProMel£teiiiI. Thefirat 
verse and half the seeond are omitted. £6. The Nineteenth Cha.pter 
o! Etekiil. The lirst verse and two words of the seeond omitted. 

67. The Seeond Chapler of /oet, to the end of the eleventh verse. 

68. Frora the fourth to the ninlh verse of Amos, hia Fifth ChRpter. 

69. The Third Chapter of Haiaituk, haag, his prayer upon 
Shigionoth. The first verse is deteled, as are Ihe flnal direetion ' to tbe 
ebi^singeron stringed instmments.' 



70. GEORGE GASCOIGNE {iS3-?-iS77)- 

The LuUaiy is reprinled from the volunie entitled A Hsindretk 
sundrie Plmera boutidt vf in one small Poesie : ' Gathered paitelT Ihy 
iranslBtion) in Ihe fyne outlandisb Gardins of Euripides, Ouid, 
Petrarlte, Arioslo, and others : and partly by inuenlion, out' of our 
owne fniilefitll Orehardes in EnBlande: Yelding sundrie sweete 
savaurs of Tragieal, Gomieal, and Morall Diaeouises, bothe pleasaunt 
and proRtable 10 tbewell smeUing noses of leamed Readers.' Tlie 
book, imprinted at London 'for Rteharde Smilb,' is anonymoua and 
wilhout dale 1 but it is referred to 1573- Gaseoigne's share in its eoni- 
posllion is avowed by Ihe Printer's confession (p. 344) : — ' I will now 
deliver unlo you so many more of Master Gaseoignes Poems as have 
eome 10 my haads, who hatb never been dayntie of his doinES. aod 
lherfore I eoneeale not his name.' Tbere is good reaaon to believe 
that Tie deuises Bf sundrie Gtnllesnen, of whieh Ibe Lullahy forOis 
part, are ali the work of Gaseoigne himseU. 



71-72. ALEXANDER MONTGOMERIE {iS4-?-i6io7). 

The text of botb eeamples 
Edition of Tke Poen 
burgh for Ihe Sootti 
bids adeu ta kis M* 
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his eharming Banks of Helieon; and, as he everywhere approves 
himselT a metrist of eKtraordinary skiU, there is no reason to doubt 
the tradition whieh aseribes its invention to him. 

kani itito^t,TXtt ^/=without w€ineU—\xrs' motiirsmate 

72. The title in Dr. Granstoun is The ni^ht is neir Gone, 

Nmu shroudis the shaws=:'Soyir the woods elothe themselves ^ 

skails =c\eaXf empty dionhis =\rhite horses Ms^^ ^neigh 

/9zctf<=flames ^i^«Mw=:daisies ^Mrty=paxtneT 

nme—To\rBn berry ^tf»^=hell tynds^hort^ 

hureh^ms s^hedgehogs nuu'hs=msites aiehts =sco\irs 

hairss^harts stoned steeds=sta\lion eramps =pr&ncts 

^one^^tots /reihes=iwairioTS wicht=sstrong 

/am^s^gallops Jiitts=is\\ps groomis ^riders \ 
/r(mM=throne 



78-76. NIGHOLAS BRETON (1542-1626?). 

73. Under the headiiig, A Sweet Lullaby, these verses from The 
Aroour of Amorous Demees (1593-4) are attributed to Nieholas Breton 
by Mr. A. H. Bullen in his Poems, Chiefly Lyrieal, from Romanees and 
Prose-Traets ofthe Elizabethan Age (London, 1890). 74. Reprinted 
from the aforesaid eotleetion. 75* Mr. Bullen states that this pieee of 
Breton's, 'originally published in 1591,' is *from Miehael Este's 
Madrigals of Three, Four and Five Parts, 1604.' It is here given 
as in Bullen's Lyries from the Song-Books of the Elizabethan Age 
(London, 1889). ' 



76-77. EDMUND SPENSER (1552-1599). 

76. This sumptuous and majestic pageant of pure lyrism is re- 
printed from the Fifth Volume of the Aldine Edition of The Poetieal 
Works of Edmund Spenser (London, 1866). Sueh forms as ' theyi* * 
and 'rayse' are spelled modemwise. 77« The original title is:— 
Prothalamion : or a Spousall Verse, made by Edm. Spenser, ■* In 
honour of the double marriage of the two Honorable and vertuous 
Ladies, the Ladie £lizabeth, and the Ladie Katherine Somerset, 
Daughters to the Right Honorable the Earle of Woreester, and 
espoused to the two worthie Gentlemen, M. Henry Gilford and 
M. William . Peter, Esquyers.' The text is taken from the Aldine 
Edition (as above). 



78-79. SIR WALTER RALEIGH (1552-1618). 

From Dr. Hannah's Edition of The Poems of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
Golleeted and Authentieated with those of Sir Henry Wotton and other 
Gourtly Poets from 1540 to 1650 (London, 1875). The eurrent 
spelling, ' Raleigh,' is retained, though, in fact, it does not appear 
that Sir Walter ever used it. 



i 
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80. ANTHONY MUNDAY (1553-1633). 

Reprinted from the Seeond Edition of England^s Helieon, ar Tke 
Muses Hamumy^ printed for Riehard More in London, and ' sould at 
his Sbop in S. Dunstanes Cburch-yard. 1614.* The First Edition 
dates from 1600. The verses To Colin Clout are asstgned, to 
' Shepheard Tonie,' otherwise Anthony Munday, or, as some think, 
for no good reason, Anthony Gopley. 

81-88. SIR PHILIP SIDNEY (1554-1586). 

8x. The Pourth Song in Astrofhel and Stella, reprinted axid 
modemised from Dr. Orosart's Edition of The Complete Poems of Sir 
Philip Sidney (London, 1877). 82. The Seventy-&venth Sonnet !n 
Astrophel and Stella. 83. The Thirty-Pirst Sonnet in Astrophel and 
Stelta, 84. The Thirty-Third Sonnet in Astrophel and Steila^ 
85. Reprinted from that seetion of Dr. Grosart's Seeond Yolume 
entitled Pansiesfrom Penshurst and Wilton» The song is set To the 
tune of ' Wilhelmus van Nassau,* 86. No. xlix. in Dr. Grosart's 
Reprint of the Poems from The Countess ofPemhrohe*s Areadia (voI. 
ii.). The elosing stanza is omitted. 87. No. xii. of the seetion 
Stdera in Dr. Urosart's Seeond Yoltmie. 88. The One Hundred 
and Tenth Sonnet in Astrophel and Stella, 

89. JOHN LYLY (15541606). 

The Sprin^s Weleome^ as Mr. Bullen styles it in his Lyries from. 
the Dramatists of the Elizabethan Age (London, 1889), oeeurs in 
Alexander and tampaspe, It is to be noted that ' Lyly's songs are 
not found in the origmal editions of his plays.' 

90-92. THOMAS LODGE (i556?-i625). 

These numbers are reprinted from Mr. A. H. Bullen's Poems, 
Chiejly Lyricalrfrom Romanees and Prose- Traets of the EHzabethan 
Age: with Chosen Poems of Nieholas Breton (Londpn, 1890). 

98. GEORGE PEELE (1558?- 1592?). 

From Polyhymnia (i59K>)f and here given, with one slight ehange, 
after Mr. Builen's text in the Lyries from the Dramatists of the 
Elitabethan Age (London, 1889). 

94-96. ROBERT GREENE( 1560?- 1592). 

^ Doron's Deseription of Samela in Menaphon (VoL vL of 
Dr. Grosart's Reprint of The Complete Woris in Prose and Verse§ 
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Rohert Greene^ M,A, For private eireulation only). 95. Sephettia's 
Song to her Ghild in Menapkon. 96. The Shepheardi Wiues Song in 
The Mouming Garment (Grosart, Works^ Vot ix. ut supra,) 

97. ROBERT SOUTHWELL (1560-1595). 

Pirst given in Saint Petet's Complaint, Newly Augmented with 
other Poems : undated but aseribed to 1596. Here reprinted from 
Dr. Grosart's Edition. in the Puller Worthies' Library, of The Gomplete 
Works of Robert Southwell, s.j. (privately printed in 1872.) 

98-99. SAMUEL DANIEL (1562.1619). 

98. Asequence of three sonnets (Nos. xxxiv.-xxxvi.) £rom Delia and 
Rosamund'it^i^), reprinted by Mr. Arber in VoL iii. of An English 
Gamer, llie intention is plainly l^eal, as the 'true begetter' is 
plainly Ronsard. A fourth, eompleting the eyele, is omitted, as of 
less merit than its eompeers. 99. The song of the First Ghorus in 
Hymen's Triumph (Aet v. sc. i). 

100-102. MIGHAEL DRAYTON (1563-1616). 

100. The Forty-Third number in Idea : * In Sixty-Three Sonnets. by 
Miehael Drayton. Esquire.* (London, ij5i9.) lOl, From Poems Lyriek 
and Pastorall, (London, N.D.) The Sixty-First Number in Idea (as 
above). 

108-104. CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE (1564-1593), and 
SIR WALTER RALEIGH (1552-1618). 

103. Inoompletely given in Tke Passionate Pilgrim (1599), this 
number is presented at length in En^lands Helieon^ with Marlowe's 
name attaehed to it. Walton eites it in Tke Complete Angler (1653) 
as ' that smooth song whieh was made by Kit Marlowe, now at least 
fifly years ago.' 104. Partly printed, like the eompanion-pieee, in 
Tke Passionate Pilgrim, and fuUy set forth in Engtand's Helieon, 
over the signature 'lgnoto.' Walton denotes it as 'made by Sir 
Walter Raleigh in his younger days.' 

106-127. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616). 

lOS From Love*s Ladour's Lost (Aet iv. sc. 3). 106. From Tke 
Two Gentlemen cf Yerona ( Aet iv. sc. a). X07* From Lov^s Labour *s 
Lost (Aet V. sc. 2). zo8. The first stanza is sung by Amiens. the 
seoond by the ehorus, in the Forest of Arden in As You Like It (Aet 
ii. sc 5). 109. Amiens his song in As You Like It (Aet ii. se. 7). 
IIO. The Boy's song in Measure for Measure (Aet iv. se. i). iii. 
From Cymbeline (Aet ii. se. 3). 112. Sung by Guiderius and Andragus 
in eynieline (Aet iv. sc. 2), II3-II4* Ariel in Tke Tempest (Aa i. 
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sc a; and Aet v. sc x). zx5-za7. The Twenty-Ninth ; Thiitieth; 
Fifty-Third; Seventy-First; Seventy-Third ; Ninetieth; Ninety-Seventh; 
Hundred and Seeond ; Hundred and Pourth ; Hundred and Ninth ; 
Hundred and SixteenUi ; and Hundred and Forty-Sixth of Shake- 
speare's Sonnets, 



\2B. RIGHARD ROWLANDS alias « YERSTEGEN 

(1565-1630?). 

The grandson of Theodore Roland Yerstegen, a Dutehman, 
whose iainily was expatriated e, 1500, Riehard Rowlands was bom in 
the shadow of the Tower of London, and partl}^ edueated at Ghrist 
Ghureh, Oxford, whieh, being an ardent Gathoue, and as sueh de- 
elining to take the tests, he left without a degree. Antiqnary, 
polemist, poet, and translator, as oeeasion served — (he knew Anglo- 
Saxon, wrote Latin, and was master of several living languages. 
Gorman ineluded, b^des his own)~he was a zealous ehampion of his 
Ghureh against £lizabeth — (his Theatrum Crudeliiatum Heretiearum, 
Antwerp, 1587, was translated into French, and went through three 
editions in its original form)— he published (t6oi) his Odes in Imita- 
tion of the Seaven Penitenttal Psalms ; ' with sundry other Poemes 
and dutties tending to devotion and Pietie,' and from Our Blessed 
Ladies Lullaby, one of the numbers eontained therein (pp. 50-54), 
the l^G treated in this Note is excerpted. I took it from the enlarged 
Edition of The Golden 7'rAU«ry (1890), where it is printed anony- 
mously, and referred to a eolleetion dated 1620 ; but I am indebted 
to Mr. Palgrave for the information~(he had it not himself, he tells 
me, till his own volume was stereotyped, and eorreetion was, of 
oourse, impossible) — ^whieh has enabled me to set it in its rig^t per- 
spective as a pieee of pure Elizabetham*sm. Mr. Orby Shipley, I may 
add, has repnnted all the twenty-four stanzas of Our Blessed Ladies 
Lullaiyt in his Carmina Mariana (London, 1893). 



129-186. THOMAS GAMPION (1567-1640). 

Gampion, a most eurious metrist, is, with so mueh else that is sweet 
and good in £lizabethan verse, Mr. A. H. Bullen's find ; and these 
numbers are reprinted from his delightful Lyries from EUtahetkan 
Song-Books, an anthology whieh shows, on every page, how high was 
tiielWie average of the ' spaeious times * whieh bi^ it 129 appears 
in dampion and Rosseter s Book o^Airs (1601). 130. First given in 
Caja!piOTi*sTkirdBookqfAirs{c,t6i'j). 132. ¥xom QBmmoTi*sFaurth 
Book ofAirs {c, 1617). 133. From Gampion's Tkird Book of Airs 
{c, 1617). 134. From Gsunpion and Rosseter's Book of Airs (1601). 
135. From Two Bookes of Ayres, The Pirst eontayning^ Diuine and 
Morall Songs, . . . To be sung to the Lute and Viols, m two, three, 
and foure Parts ; or by one Voyce to an Instrument,' reprinted in Mr. 
Bullen's edition of The Works of Dr, Thomas Gampion (London, 
1889). In my first seleetion from Gampion I induded that veiy 
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graceful thing, Follow thy Fair Sun, from The Book o/Ain. After- 
wards I witheuew it. Now, repenting me of its exclusion, I am minded 
to givc it here : — 

POLLOW THV PAIR SUM 

FoLLOW thy Ceur suiii unhappy shadow ! 

Though thou.be blaek as night, 
' And she made all of lieht, 
Yet foIIow thy fair sun, nnmq>py shadow ! 

Follow her, whose light thy light depriveth ! 

Thougn here thou liVst disgraeed, 

And she in heaven is plaeed, 
Yet foIIow her whose light the world reviveth ! 

Follow those pure beams, whose beauty bumeth ! 

That so have seorehed thee 

As thon still blaek must be 
Till her kind beams thy blaek to brightness tumeth. 

FoIlow her, while yet her glory shineth ! 

There eomes a luekless night 

That will dim all her light ; 
And this the blaek unhappy shade divineth. 

Follow sdll, sinee so thy fates ordained ! 

The sun must have his shade, 

Till both at onee do fade, 
The sun still proved, the shadow stUl disdained.' 



Id6-ld7. THOMAS NASHE (1567-1600). 

136. Reprinted, after Mr. Bullen, from Summer's Lasi Will and 
Testament (1600). 137. Reprinted after the text in Mr. Bullen's 
Lyries from the uramatists ofthe Elizabethan Age (London, 1889). 

188. SIR HENRY WOTTON (1568-1639). 

Prom Dr. Hannah's Edition of The Poems of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
Collectedand Authentieated with thoseofSir nenry Wotton and other 
Gourily Poets from 1540 to 16^0 (London, 1875). The song, set to 
musie, was pnnted in Este's Stxth Set of Ayres in 1624. 

189162. ANONYMOUS. 

139-140. Reprinted from The Phanix Nest (1593), aeeording to the 
tezt in the Seeond Yolume of T. Park's Hetieonia (London, 1815). 
142-143. From the Seeond Yolume of Damson's Poetieal Rhapsodif 
(Mr. Bullen's reprint, London, 1891). 143. Prom John Dowland^ 
Third and Last Book of Songs or Airs \i.(:o'^ The text is that in 
Mr.^ Bullen's Lyries from the Song-Books of the Elizabethan Age 
(London, 1889). 144. Given by Mr. Bullen (as above) from Robert 
Tones's Seeond Book of Songs and Airs (1601). 145. Gited from John 
Dowland's Seeond Book of Songs ot Airs (x6oo) by Mr. Bullenii 
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above). 146. From Tohn Wilbye's Madrigals (1598). (Bullen« as 
above.) 147. Prom Kobert Jones'8 Seeond Book of Son^ and Airs 
(i6oz). (BuUen, as above. ) 148. From John Dowland's Tirst Book (f 
Songs or Airs (1597). (Bullen, as above.) 140. From John \Vnibve s 
Seeond Set of Mtulrtgals {i^), 150. Ftom lliomas Ford's il/am^ af 
Snndry Kinds (1607I as Mr. Bullen notes. ig. From John WUbvrs 
Seeond Set cf Madrtgals (leog), lU. From Tbomas Bateson's /npn/ 
Set qfEnghsk Madngals (1604). (Bullen, as above.) 

16a-162. BEN JONSON (1573-1637). 

153. Fn>m Cynikia*s Revels ( Aet v. se. 3]^. The text of the Tonson 
lyries is taken from Gifford's Edition, re-edited b^ Lieutenant-Colonel 
Piraneis Cunningham (London, 1871). 154. The iourth of the ' ten lyrie 
pieees ' in ' oelebration of Gharis. ' The verses, as they stand, appeared 
m Underwoods (1640) : the Seeond and Third Stansas were printed 
earlier (1631) in Tke Detnl Is an Ass^ first played in 1616. 155. The 
Sizth Song m Tke Poresi. 156. The Seventh Soi^ in Tke Porest, 
Mrritten, if we may believe the Conversations witk Drummondt as 'a 

genanee to approve it [the thesis] in verse,* by eommand of Lady 
embroke. 157. The Ninth Song in Tke Porest^ and perhaps the 
best known of Jonson's \yn<c&. Gumberland, vath mueh mdignation, 
expres8es his surprise 'to find our leamed poet, Ben Jonson, had 
been poaehing in an obseure eoUeetion of love-letters, written by the 
sophist Philostratus in a very rhapsodieal stile,* &c. The song is, in 
fiEu:t, the most exquisite pieee of seleetion and arrangement in the 
whole range of English verse. 258. Hedon's song in Cyntkia*s Revels 
(Aet iv. se. z). 159* The Seven& Number in the Underwoods series. 
where the fiill title runs — Be^ng Anotker^ on Colour of Mendin^ tke 
Former, 160. The Third m the Underwoods series (2nd seetion). 
x6x. From Tke Hue and Cry after Cupid, a masque with nuptial 
songs 'eelebrating the happy marriap^e of John, Lord Ramsay, 
Yiseount Hadington, with the Lady EIizabeth Ratcliffe, daughter to 
the Right Honourable Earl of Sussex.* x62. The Seeond in the 
Underwoods series (and seetion). 

168-166. JOHN DONNE (1573-1631). 

From Dr. Grosart's Edition of Tke Complete Poems of Jokn Donne^ 
D,D,t printed for private eireulation in 1872-1873. 



166. RIGHARD BARNFIELD (1574-1637). 

From Bamfield's Poems: in Divers Humors: 'Printed by G. S. 
for lohn laggard, and are to be solde at his shoppe neere 'remple- 
barre, at the Signe of the Hand and Starre* (1598). I follow, with 
eertain differences, Dr. Grosart's Edition of the Cmfl!tf^ f*o<ms» 
printed for the Roxburghe Club (London, 1876). 
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167. JOSEPH HALL (1574-1656). 
From Tke ShaHtig ofthe OHve Tree, issued posthumously in x66a 

168. ANONYMOUS. 

From Walter Porter's Madrigals and Airs (1632), quoted in 
Mr. BuUen's Lyricsfrom tke Song-Books of tke Eligabetkan Age (as 
above). 

169-170. THOMAS DEKKER (1575-1640). 

From Tke PUasant Comedy of Patient Grisseli (1603), by Dekker, 
Ghettle and Haugbton ; but Mr. Bullen, from wnose Lyries of tke 
Elizabetkan Dramatists I reprint, adds : — * Doubtless the sonss are 
by Dekker.* 

171-172. THOMAS HEYWOOD (i57-?.i6— ?). 

171. From Tke Pair Maid ot tke Exekange (1607). 172: From 
Tke Rape of Luereee (1608). Keprinted, like its predeeessor, from 
Mr, Buiien s Lyries oftke ^tieaietkan Dramatists (as above). 

178-180. JOHN FLETCHER (1579-1625). 

273. From Tke MaitPs Tragedy (Aet ii. se. z). 174. Sung by the 
Boy in Tke Gaptain (Aet iil sc. 4). 17S From Tke Gaptain (Aet iv. 
se. 5). The song was conveyed hj Thomas Killigrew (1612-1683), ^'^ 
appears in Tkonuuot or Tke Wanderer (Part i. Aet ii. sc. 3). 
Z7&X77. From Yalentinian (Aet ii. sa 5), where it is sung upon the 
entry of Chilax, Lueina, daudia and Mareellina. 178. Leandro's 
song in Tke Spanisk Gurate (Aet ii. sc. 4), the subieet of the play 
bdng derived from e^pedes y Meneses his Gerardo^ Englished by 
Leonard Digges. 179. From Tke Two Noble Kinsmen (Aet. i. sc. i). 
There are who think that, at least. the songs in this play are 
Shakespeare's. 180. Sung by the Passionate Lord in Tke Niee 
Valour (Aet iii. sa 3). The text is Mr. Bullen's (as above). 

181. PHILIP MASSINGER (1584-1639). 
Eudoda's song in Tke Emperor qftke Easi (Aet v. sc. 3). 

182. FRANCIS BEAUMONT (1585-1613). 

From Dyee's Reprint of the Poems (Beaumont ^nd Fletcher| 
Works, vol. xi. p. 497). 

2B 



188-184. WILLIAM DRUHMOND (15851649). 



186. GILES FLETCHER (1588-1613). 

The Song of Ihe Eoehantreis, ioiened between the Flfty-Nintb and 
Siitieth Slaiaas of C/iTitfi ViciarU tm Earlk, repriiited in Dr. Grosart's 
edideD of T/u ComfUtt Paaia ifGilii PUteker. B.D. (London, 1876}. 

186. JOHN FORD (1586-1640). 



187-188. WILLIAM BROWNE (1588-1644). 

Tmm Tht Petms <f William Brmnu tf TaoiiUidi: eilited by 
G(Hxk>ii Goodwin, wltn an IntroduetioD b}r A. H. Bullen (Londoa, 
1894); with (otaiti readings ftom ehalmeis's TertioD in the Er^lith 
Potts (181B). 

188-193. THOHAS GAREW (1589-1639). 

From T^ Poom and Maigia if Thomas Carea>, ' GeDtleman of Ibe 
PriYy-ebamber to K.ing Ghu'les t., and Cap-bearcr to His B^jest7.' 
Edited by Joseph WoodfaU Ebswortb (London, 1893). 

198. FRANCIS QUARLES (1592.1664). 

From the Flfth Book of the EmiUmes as gireD in I>r. Grosart's 
^tioa afThtComfleU WBrlisiiiProieainlVene^FTUiKi3Quarlei. 
Tbe four last stanias are omitted. 

194. PETER HAUSTED (iS9-!-l64S). 
7tamTheRivaIPritnds{lvA'w. !c le). A. H. BnUen (as aboTe). 

185-198. GEORGE HERBERT (1593-1634). 
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199-221. ROBERT HERRIGK (1594 1674). 

The text followed is Mr. Pollard's:— 7*^« Hesperides and Noble 
Numbers, published by Messrs. I^wrenee and Bullen (London^ 1891). 
The three and twenty little masterpieees of whieh my seleetion from 
this miique l^rrist is eomposed, are all from the Hesperides^ and are 
numbered as follows: — 53, 94, X33, 160, 178, 201, 205, 208, 216, 
227, 238, 257. 262. 267, 274, 316, 413, 442, 447, 497, 582. 621, 665. 
The list is a long one, truly ; but I think it will be found that not a 
single number eould be spared. 

222-223. JAM£S SHIRLEY (1596.1661). 

222. Reprinted from Mr. Bullen's Lyries/rom the Dramatists o/tke 
Elitabetkan Age. The song oeeurs in Tite Imposture (Aet ii. sc. 2). 
22^ eited hy Mr. Bullen (as above) irom the Third Seene (the play 
is not divided into Aets) of Tke Contention ofAjax and Ulysses^ where 
it is givcn to Calchas, this, says Oldys, is ' the fine song whieh old 
Bowman used to sing to King Gharles, and whieh he has oiten sung 
to me.' 

224. JOHN WEBSTER (is-.?.i6— ?). 
The dirge from Tke Duekess of Malfi (Aet iv. se. 2). 

226. JASPER MAYNE (1604-1672). 

From Tke Amorous Warre (Aet iv. sc. 5), where the song is put 
into the mouths of ' Two Amazons.' The play exists with a tiUe- 
page dated 1648, but is mostly found bound up with Tke City Matek, 
reprinted in 1658 — ' both long sinee written by J. M. of Ch. Ch. in 
Oxon.' 

226-228. SIR WILLIAM DAYENANT (1605-1668). 

From the Poems on Sei^eral Oeeasions, Never before Printed, given 
in Herringman's folio, 'at the sign of the Blew Anehor/ dated 1673. 
In the original the title of 227 is ' The Soldier Going to the Field.' 
228 is Yiola's song in Tke Law against Lovers (Aet iii. so. i). 

229. WILLIAM HABINGTON (1605-1654). 
From Mr. Arber's reprint of Castara (1870). 

230-231. EDMUND WALLER (1605-1687). 

From Robert Bell's Edition of the Poetieal Works of Edmund 
WalUr (London, 1854). Waller wrote little that is worth remembering, 
and nothing that is remembered save these two numbers. But he. 
respeeted his art, and generally wrote well. 
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882-286. SIR JOHN SUGKLING (16081642). 

Ftom Thi Works of Sir John SMeUing, eontaining aU his Poems, 
LovO'Vorses, Songs, Letterst and his Tragedies and eomedies. Never 
before printed in one volume. (London, 1696.) I wish I eould qaote, 
and quote in all its ripe ^ret elegant eompleteness, the iiiirivalled 
Ballad ofa Wedding, But it it outside the seheme of this book. 

286-244. JOHN MILTON (1608-1674). 

396-^(38. From Poems: English and Latin, with a Pewin Italian 
and Greeh» Reprinted in voL ii of Professor Masson's Edition ot 
Milton's Poetieal Works (London, 1874). 2^241. Prom ComMs, 
Milton's Poetieal Works, voL ii. of Masson's Edition. 242. Lyeidas 
is reprinted entire from Masson. 243. A Song from Comus. As 
above, from VoL il of Masson's Edition. 244. Part of a Chonis 
(U. X268-Z286) from Samson Agonistes, 

t 

246. WILLIAM GARTWRIGHT (1615.1643). 

Reprinted from the verses at the end of the volume entitled' 
Gomedies, Tragi'Comedies, with other Poems, by Mr, Wiiliam dtrt- 
wri^htt late Student €f Christ'Church in Oxfordt and Proetor qf the 
Unwersity : — ' The Ayres and Songs set by Mr. Henry Lawes, senrant 
to His late Majesty m His Publiek and Private Musiek.' (London, 
1651.) * My son Gartwright writes like a man.' Thus Ben Jonson. 
He Imew what he was talking about ; yet one eannot read hls son 
without a eertain sense of disappointment. 

246. THOMAS JORDAN (i6i2?.i685). 

From the Roxburghe Ballads, But Jordan was Gity Poet in his 
day, and the pieee is given in London's Triumph (London, 1675), 
and in Mr. Ebsworth's Bagford Ballads ii. 722-4). 'The Stanzas here 
seleeted are the First, Seeond, Third — (whieh has been layishly, but 
not excessively, praised by Mr. Swinbume) — and Seventh. A eoarser 
set (arranged, no doubt, by the ingenious Tom D'Urfey) appears m 
Wit and Mirth (1619), and is found in many eighteenth eentury 
song-books, and some original asperities of rh^rthm and expression 
have got rubbed away in tne eourse of its deseent down the stream 
of years ; while the refrain survives tmto this day in the burden of an 
Ameriean thieves' song : — 

' 0| where will be the enlls of the Inng 

A hundred stretehes henee? 
The bene morts that sweetly sing, 
A hundred stretdies henoe :— 

and in a proverb dear to the British Workman : — ' What 's the odds 

|n a hundied years alter?' Jn the Third 3taP«^ 'bit' (-i*piece') ia | 
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stiU a eant name for a girl ; while ' hoeo ' (Fr. kaut goAt) was, when 
the song was written, good enough fiEi^onable slang for ' a taste/ or 
' a saYouiy morseL' 

247. JAMES GRAHAM, MARQUESS 0F MONTROSE 

(1612-1650). 

The First, Seeond, and Fifth Stanias from the Roxburghe Collection 
in the British Museum (iii., p. ^79), entitled A Proper New Ballad to 
the Tune of*ril never Love tnee mare,* and best known as 'Mon- 
trose's Lines.' There is not mueh doubt that Montrose wrote them, 

248-260. RIGHARD GRASHAW (1615-1652). 

From Mr. Tumbull's Edition of The ComfleU Works of Riehard 
Grashaw in the ' Library of Old Authors.' (London, 1858.) 

261-268. RIGHARD LOYELAGE (1618-1658)« 

From ' Lueasta. The Poems of Riehard Lovelace* In Two Parts. 
The First eomprising those published by himself ; the Seeond, his 
posthumous poems.' (Ghiswioe, 1818.) 

264. ABRAHAM GOWLEY (i6i8-i668). 

From the Thurd Book of Davideis as giyen in The Works of Mr, 
Abraham Gowley : eonsisting of those v^ich toere formerly Printed, 
and those whieh he DesigtCdfor the Press, ' New Published out of the 
Author's Original Gopies with The CutterofCoUman'Strut' (London, 
1700.) 

266. ALEXANDER BROME (1620-1666). 

The seventeenth in order of the Songs and other Poems, By Alex. 
Brome, Gent. (London, 1668.) 

266-267. ANDREW MARYELL (1621-1678). 

Reprinted from tbe First Yolimie of Dr. Grosart's Edition, in the 
Puller Worthies' Library, of The Complete Worhs in Verse andProse 
ofAndrew Maruell, M,P, (1872). 

268-262. HENRY YAUGHAN (1621-1695). 

From Mr. L^rte's edition of SiUx Sdntillans, ete, Saered Poems 
and Pious EJaculations, By Henry Yanghan, ' Silurist' (London, 
1883.) 



808-266. ANONYUOUS. 

SFrom the Per^ FoUa MS. (1650). Sets are ibund in Tlu Tta- 
Mitaltany (1724), i. 179-80, Bod tbe Orfluus CaUdmita (i733) 
i. 71-73. In both the \aA Iine nins thus; — 'Pora niBid again 111 
Dever be* ; and the lattet ioeludes thii vei7 sapeeAuous stansa ; — 
•Wben Cockl«hell> min ulla Bd1>, 
Aud Uude* Eiaw 00 cvcir Tnei 
Wbdl IW ■DdSuw (liall wum iu ■', 
Th«a ihiUl m7 1«vt pnm tme to ide.' 
<plbh'<Iia4"oat*Bd>lwi9iw-aftennrdi lUiltr— ulKr 

^tfV^EbeiLt f*wiuflW— erinuao lu^^oak 

iteiiu— eomb Airni(»brook JHj^=iuJom 



a^. 'Wtb sligbl verbal ehanges, from Waller Seott's Mitutrtly^ 
HuSealHsh Airaiir (Kelso, iSoa). The verses giYen ia the tezt are 
the Seeond Part of the ballad. The Pirst Part— ' Ihe produdion Ot a 
diETerent and iiiferior bard,' the Edilor thiaki — b^ns thus : — 

OT binh ind wortb biTeuid eomiian, 
Sinee firM I lor^ Ibee. 
aSS ^nm the Third Yolume of Seott's Mi»smlsji ef tkt SeelHsk 

eerUa^ivma hawhiiioui s«/Kkiiow 

AiVf =go /mUHijr/u»ftM 



him for pennission to reproduee it here. 



.... ^TVtler 
of Woodbouselee, and printed in Cromek's Seettisk Smtgs (iSio). 
Bums, who had not Ihen begun to vanip songs for Johnson's Muiaim, 
potested to his eoirespondenl Ihat he ' eounted it saerilege ' to lay 
imprOving hands on 'the shattered wreeks ol' these Yenerable old 
eomposilions,' But, I think, tbe &st quatniin ia plainly hii own : — 
' Nu birdies ung tbe mirky hoor 
Amone the braes o' Yerrow, 
Bnt ihuUMred oa the dewy boughi 

" Where ihall 1 gans, mr ain tnia hm, 
Whero ihall I gUK to bide ae ; 



J 



1 
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" O, go you to yon taveni house, 

An there eount owre yonr lawm, 
An' if I be a woman true 

I 'U meet you in the da^on." 

O, he 's gone to yon tavem house 

An' eounted owre his lawin. 
When in there eam three armed men 

To meet him in the dawin. 

O, woe be unto woman's wit, 

It has beguilM many ! 
She promised to eome hersel', 

But she sent three men to &lay me ! 

• • • • • • • 

Get np, get up, now sister Ann, 

I fear we've wrought you sorrow j 
Get up, ye '11 find your true love slam 

Among the banks of Yarrow. 

She sought him east, she sought him west, 

She sought him braid and narrow, 
Till in the dintin of a erai^ 

She found him drown'd m Yatrow. 

She 's ta'en three links of her yellow hair, 

That hung down lang and yellow, 
And she 's tied it about sweet '^^llie's waist, 

An' drawn him out of Yarrow. 



I made my Iove a suit of elothes, 
I elad hmi all in tartan, 

But ere the moming sun arose 
He was a' bluid to the gartan. 



For yet another of many sets see Allan Ramsay, TA^ Tea-Tdble 
Miseellany^ 11. 114; and Thomson, Orpheus Caledonius, 11. iio. 
Hamilton of Bangour's deseant on the same theme Is of extreme 
interest — ^as the most notable experiment in eadenee done In the first 
half of the eighteenth eentiuy : a perlod when searee any one eould 
be stately but in rlgid lambies, and when the anapest (speaking 
generally, for it, too, had Its moments) was given oyer to the service 
of Baeehus and the expression of the Abstraet Buek. 



2e7, ANONYMOUS. 

From the first Westminster Drollery (1671), where It appears as 
A Song at the Dukis House, Mr. Ebsworth, from whose Reprint of 
the Drolleries (1875) It is taken, notes that a vastly lnferlor set (laeking 
the Seeond and Third Octaves, too) appears, to an air by Henry Lawes, 
in Playford's Seleet Ayres and Dialogues (1659). The full tiUe of the 
eolleetlon, whleh begins with the pleasant, aneetionate ditty aseribed 
toCharlesii.:— 

' 1 pass all my Hours in a shady old Grove, 
And I live not the Day that I see not my Love :— 
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nins thuBi^WesimiHSier DrolUry; or, A Ckoice CoUecHon ^ tke 
Newisi S(mgs and Poiwu Both at eourt and Tkioters, «BsraPerson 
of OualitY. With Additions. London : Printed for H. Browee at the 
Gum in St, Pauts Church Yard near the West End, UDleuaa,* 

4 

268. THOMAS STANLEY (1625-1678). 

Ptom Poems and Transiations, By Thomas Stanley, Ms^uire, 
* Printed for the Author, and his Priends.' (London, 1647.) 

269-378. JOHN DRYDEN (1631-1700). 

The Dryden pieoes are few in number for the simple reason that the 
lyries of this master rh^rthinist, this rare artist in eadenee, whether or 
not he wrote ' to please a ribald King and Gourt,' are often too gross in 
sentiment and too lewd in effect f6r quotation. The present seleetion 
is reprinted from Walter Soott's edition of The Works €fJokn Dryden, 
(Edinburgh, 1821.) aOp. Th't Song for SaUU Cecilia' s Day v& mes!i\Xk 
vol. xi. 270 is likewise reprinted &om voL xi. 271. From eUowunes 
(Aet il sc. 2). a7& Damilear's song from Tyrannie Loue; or, Tke 
Royal Martyr (Aet iv. sc. i). 273. Plrom Seeret Love; or, Tke Maidm 
Queen (Aet iv. se. 2). 

274. THOMAS BETTERTON (1635-1710). 

From Tke Propketess; or, The History of Dioeletian, (London, 
1716.) Pounded on Beaimiont and Eleteher's play, remodelled, ' with 
edterations and additions, after the manner of an Opera by Betterton.' 
Puroell wrote the musie for it in 1690-1. The song, whieh may 
be £airlj desoribed as at the worst a eapital imitation of Dryden, 
oeeurs m Aet iil sa 3. 

276-276. THOMAS PLATMAN (16— ?-i7— ?). 
From Poems and Songs, By Tkonuu Platman, (London, 1674.) 

277. GHARLES SACKVILLE, EARL 0F DORSET 

(1637-1706). 

FVom the first volume of Tke Works of CeUbrated Auikors, of Whou 
Writings tkere are but small Remains, (London, 175^) Herein 
Dorset ngures with Roseommon, Hali£uc, and Garth. 

278-279. SIR GHARLES SEDLEY (1639-1701). 

278. Victoria's song from Tke Mulberry Garden (Aet iiL sc. i), 
given in the Seeond Yolume of Tke Works of tke Honourable Str 
ekarles Sedley, Bart, , in Prose and Verse, (London, 1722. ) 27SK From 
the Poems on Seueral Oeeasions in Sedle^r's First Yolume (as above). 
(London, 1722.) 



n 



NOTES 393 

280. APHRA BEHN (1642-1689). 

Reprinted from Poems upon Seueral Oeeasions: with a Voyage to the 
Island of Love, By Mrs. A. Behn. (London, 1684.) The tiUe of the 
song in this Edition is Love Arm'd, 

281-287. JOHN WILMOT, EARL 0F ROGHESTER 

(1647-1680). 

281-285. From Poems, 6*^., on Several Oeeasions: wiih Yalentinian; 
a Tragedy^ Written by the Right Honourable John, Ute Earl of 
Roehester. (London, 1696. ) The original form of 281 eonsists of nine 
stanzas; tiie iirst three are here seleeted. 286. Reprinted, save for 
the omission of eertain stanzas, from The Worhs ofthe RightHonour- 
able the Earls cf Roehester and Roseommon, * With some Memoirs of 
the Earl of Roehester's Life by Monsiem- St. Evremont In a letter 
to the Dutehess of Mazarine.' The Third Edition. (London, i709') 
^7. Reprinted from the 1696 edition of Poems, &c,, on Several 
OcccLsions : with Yalentinian ; a Tragedy (as aboye). 

288. THOMAS OTWAY {1651-1685). 

Under the style of The Inehantmettt, this song figures among 
Poems by Mr, Thomas Otway in A Supplement to the Worhs of the 
Most GelebreUed Minor Poets, (London, 1750. ) 

289. WILLIAM CONGREVE (1670-1729). 

From the Poems on Seueral Oeeasions in the seeond volmne of The 
Worhs of Mr, William Congreve, (London, 1719.) 

290. JOHN GAY (1688-1732). 

Aeis's song fi:om the first aet of Aeis and Galatea : ' An English 
Psistoral Opera. In three Aets. As it is Perform'd at the New 
Theatre in the Hay-Market ; Set to Musiek by Mr. Handel.' (London, 

1733.) 

291. ALEXANDER POPE (1688- 1744)- 

Ftt>m Elwin and Gourthope's Edition of Pope's Worhs (vol. iv.). 
The first draft of The Dyin^ Ghristian to his Soul was printed as 
early as 1730 in Lewis's Miseellany: — 

' Yital spark of heavenly flame, 

Dost thou quit this mOTtal frame ? 

Tremblins;, hoping^ lingering, Aying, 

Oh the pain, tne bliss Qf dying^ 
Gease, fond natiire, eease thy 8tnfet 
Let me languish into life. 
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My swimming eyes are siek of light, 

Tbe lessening world ronakes my sii^t, 

A (Ump ereeps eold o'er every part, 

Nor moves my pnlse, nor heaves my heart, 
The howring soul is on the wing, 
Where, mighty Death f oh, where 's thy sdng ? 

I hear aronnd s<rft musie pUiy> 

And angels beekon me away 1 

Cahn as forgiven hermits rest, 

I'U sleep, or inlants at the breast ; 
Till the last trumpet rends the ground, 
Then wake with pleasure at the sound.' 

This version of Hadrian's Antmula vagula, blandula was rejected 
for that in the text, whieh appeared in 1736. 



292. HENRY GAREY (i69-?-i742). 

From Poems m $everal Oeeasions, By Henry Oarey. (London, 
1729.) The earlier Editions (of 17x3 and 1720) eontain neiuer Saliy 
in our Alley nor Namby-Pamby, 



293. JAMES THOMSON (1700.1748). 

From the First Yolume of the quarto: Works cf James Tkomson, 
witk kis last Corrections and Imfrovements. (London, 1763. ) 

294-296. WILLIAM GOLLINS (i72i-i757). 

From Langhome's Edition of Tke Poetieal Works qfMr, William 
ColUns : witk Memoirs oftke Autkor; and Obseruations on kis Genius 
and Writings, (London, 1765.) 

297. JEAN ELUOT (1727-1805). 

From Seott's Minstrelsy oftke Seottisk Border (as above). 

t/iaBeaeh loatUng^^t^d. road ««f<&=taken 

bMgkts^{o\6& <^^M^=larking ikr^/m^milk-pail 

<i!ra^sdrooping katrst^hxrrt&t bandtterssihuiAers 

lyart^UuM runkUd^yirieAiltd ^eeeking^'whtnd^sig 

«woM^siM sstrapping bogle^yyogey itka aiMr=each oae 

youngsters Dool atuTwae = sorrow and woe woe s miserable 
loaningssti grassy road fay a field- or meadow>side 

298. OLIYER GOLDSMITH (1728-1774). 

01ivia's song, {rom tbe Fifth Ghapter of Tke Vicar of Wakefield, 
(London, 1766.) 
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299. ROBERT GRAHAM, 0F GARTMORE (1735-1797). 

YromSeoii's MinstreUy of the SeottiskBorder, (Kelso, 1802.) Sir 
Walter wrote that these stanzas 'are ayerred to be of the aj^e of 
Gharles l.' They are also (as in the Dietionary of National 
Biography) aseribed to Robert Graham (afterwards Cunninghanie- 
Graham), M.P. for Stirlingshire in 1794-6 ; and in effect, the flavour 
of them is neo-romantie enough to justify the aseription. 

300-801. WILLIAM GOWPER (1731.1800). 

From the third yolume of Poems, * By 'W^Uiam Gowper, of the Inner 
Temple, Esq.' (London, 1815.) 

802. WILLIAM JULIUS MIGKLE (1734-1788) 
OR JEAN ADAMS (1710-1765). 

' About the year 1771 or '72 it eame first on the streets as a ballad, 
and I suppose the eomposition of the song was not mueh anterior to 
that period.' Thus Btuns of this delightful thing, whieh is elaimed 
for both Miekle and a eertain Jean Adams, onee a teaeher at Craw- 
ford's rhrke, near Greenoek, wbo published a volume of verse, and 
died (1765) in Glasgow Town Hospital. 

>ai^«jades gmdemaM=shvahund slaes=s\ots 

iauk^htaan. MnRv=wring ilka=every 

brth) =: niee higonet = a linen coif Hskop » ' a bustle, 

inaun gae^ianA go ealUr^itt^ sLtoumure* 

808. LADY ANNE LINDSAY (1750-1825). 

Reprinted, with slight variations, from Sir Walter Seott's text — ' the 
first authentie edition ' — prepared for, and dedieated to, the Bannatyne 
aub (July 1828). 

kye=\dne gttdemaH—husband wtH^tam 

waitk—ghost sairss soTtly greet^yrtep 

muekte^Toneh o^ssone gang^go 

804^14. WILLIAM BLAKE (1757-1827). 

2P^'y3l&. 'Prom Poetieal Sketekes. (London, 1783.) 309. Entitled 
Introduetion in the Songs oflnnocence, (London, 178^.) 3x0-3x4. From 
the Songs of Experience, (London, 1794.) Gilehnst, in his Life of 
WUliam Blake, gives a version of Tke Tiger, with small variants 
fi:om the original. The seeond version is ^ven by Mr. W. M. 
Rossetti (pp. Z20-i2i) in his edition of Tke Poetteal Worksof William 
Blake, Lyrieal afid Miseellaneous. (London, 1874.) 
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816-888. ROBERT BURNS (i759-i796). 

315. Many of Burns's songs are only pareel-Btims— are Bums, that 
\s,iiMs some one else (forgotten). But this sineere and ehanning 
lyne — (whieh is very often sung in Seotland, as it is printed in Mr. Pal- 
grave's Golden Treasury o/Songs and Lyries (1893), with additions Inr 
absurd Seotsmen)— *is, so far as I know, undoubted and unquestioned. 

oirtt Bp(»ntt(oftheooinpass) rtnn^t^ xJlaws>wood 

3x61 This admirable eztravaganza is pure Bums likewise. 

fim B drtink dra^ie in our «f aedroplet in our eye 

<£invsdawn brge^hew/ lee-lang^My^laa^ 

CAm/Mi&aBChristend(Mn ^/Mub'wsshining /t//-welkin 

AtirBshigh v^le^Q09Jii atvM— alittle 

gtmg awa^go away 

3x7. As it stands, this is all Bums, except the first and last lines of 
the stanza, whieh date from the sixteenth eentury, and are used to 
exoeUent purpose in a song (not fit for modern print) ' found in The 
Masgue (London, 1768), and other song-books' (The Centenary 
Bumst iil 249, E^dinburgh, 1896). 

/9s3 8weetheart aeguent^ao^tiaiattd ^w/sstraight 

^^abald /^uTBpate canty=:}cXiy 

3x8. Suggested by an old son^, but none the less an ezcellent example 
of Bums at his best and happiest 

ieeee nu MiBconunend me to c^«<2rsdothes 

^tm&sweU Ao^/swraps ^/scomfortably 

Au/'Aslow ilkassevtry iumies'^hroo^dets 

^A^ib'/sthatehed Mrk^hirdi ealier^eool 

bier ^iAaAttt aiks^oaits liniwhites—'&aDstA 

itAer's'stadi other's cnuV(&scomcrake >n/rK^Bpartrids^e 

/r^l'apastnre /ui^adodging aA0M»sabove 

3x9. Right Burns, this. 

HtHe'^sAsttr lewBltad irawss&at 

j^oorHth s poverty ntah afen s make a shift 
olaws d hu siilersi'vapaaxs aSout hb mon^y Mtiwmr =mother 
d!r«cvaBdeafen «^sleap tva«^»~lying awake to 

</riM«^YBdrenched wateh 

320. Bums and none else. It exists in three sets, of whieh this is 
the seeond and the best. The more popular version was spoiled by 
being bombasted with inexpressive adjectives to make it fit a time. 
32X. Bums, who was sempulous in the matter of aseriptions, dedared 
the first quatrain— (the bestof the song) — to be traditional ; but thus 
far we have only his word for it« 

tsusiemeap 

EThis also is very Burns :— it is held to refer to Sylvander*s last 
Lorious) meeting with Glarinda (6th Deoember 1791). 323. t^ure 
ns :— ' I eompMed thii tong pretty early in life, he says, ' and 
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sent it to a young girl ' — (Armour or Paton)— ' a very partieular 
acquaintance of mine, who was at that time under a eloud.' 

Mu<l0uU='hahy'-clo(he% tenisshetd /autsstaLolt 

groanin^tL lyine-in groanin maut=t9\t for the gossips 

cr€f^e<hair^Vtk<t stool of repentanee ^ eraek^taSik. 

my /sM^ssalone fidgin-fain^^f^z ^^h fondness 

324. This, too, is Bums's own ; and he thought it one of his best. 

^rf^/«Bsyester-night W«sgive /^seaeh MiiiMtaeannot 

/»r=go ^ir^sehurdi ^^swithout 

3:^ All Bums except the two first lines of the ehorus. It appeared 
in the Kilmamoek Edition (1786), and is therefore very early work. 

r(fy=ridges /!m//rM— eareless ^/ar=money 

326. Suggested by a blaekguard old song presenred, to^^ether with 
another set attributed to Bums, in the ' unique and interestuig garland 
ealled The Merry Muses of Seotland (c, 1800), probably— abiost eer- 
tainly— eoUeeted by Bums himself' (The Gentenary Bums, asabove, 
L 415, 1896) :— 

' Green grows the rashes, O, 
Green grows the rashes, O, 
The fesaher bed is no sae saft|' ete. 

Mi»i»y=qtuet gang /«/sa//^mV=go topsy-ttirvy. 

war'/i'SBWorldly doueess^m&tnt 

327. Bums asserted of this famous song that he ' took it down from 
an old man's singing.' For the older sets on whioh it is eertainly 
fotmded, see The Gentenary Bums (as above) iii. 407-4Xo. 

rin^mn^ ' /atV^/sspaddled dine^noaa. 

braes*^\al!l\% ^rwssbiook ^ icM(«vcA/^draught 

i^v«M(«u=daisies guid-vnllie^fntndly /Sere^partaer 

328. Pure Bums, this one. 

/00fff=rascaIs «M^sstranger rKNs^seudgel 

doutsspatdi tinhlersstiaktr ea' sdrive 

329. An arrangement, first and last, of fancies and expressioi\s eur- 
rent in popular song long before Burns wrote. For his origins see 
The Centenary Bums (as above), iii. 402-406. His result is not 
ineomparable to Ben Jonson's in Drink to Me Only^ as to whieh see 
ante, p. 384, Note to No. 157. 330. Suggested, and more, by an old 
broadside ballad, The Last Words of /atnes Maekpherson^ Murderer, 
whieh ends thus : — 

' Thus wantonly and rantingly 

I am resolved to die ; 
And with undaunted eourage I 
Will mount this fatal tree.' 

spring^ai danoe tune : f/Mr/stronble 

331. This, like Kenmure 's On and Awa, is probably referable to a 
Jacobite original ; but none has ever been discovered. 

sae^so /iriKr/A/=:jumped sereggy^^ietnhhy 

brawly weel^ finely well tirUd^X9spti 
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332. Pure Btnms, again* and very early work, though it remained 
unpublished tiU 1800 (Gurrie). For the stanea, see anUt p. 376, Note 
to No. aa. 

/ryf/A/«appointed thmr^Arattt tunnoil eoiwMaeannoe 

333. The third stanza is the last of the broadside ballad of Mally 
Stewart, whieh begins thus : — 

*The edd winter is post and ^one, 
And now eomes on the spnng, 
And I am one of the King's lif<^uards, 
And most go fight for my King, 

Mydear — 
I mnst go fight for my King' :— 

a eopy of whieh, dating as early as 1745*6, was eommunieated to the 
editors of TAe eentenary Bums (iii. 433-436) by the Rev. J. W. 
Ebsworth. The rest is Bums. 

884-887. WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770-1850). 

334. Poems Pounded m the Affections, No. viii. 335. Poems of tke 
Ima^nation^ No. i. 3361 Poems oftke Im€fgination, No. viii. 337. 
' Intimations of Immortality from Keeolleetions of Early Ghildhood.' 

888-847. SIR WALTER SGOTT (1771-1832). 

The Seott nimibers are reprinted from TAe Poetieal Works of Sir 
Walter, edited by Loekhart and published by Gadell (Edinburgh) in 
1848. 338. This Hunting Song is said to have been ' iirst published 
in the eontinuation of Strutt's Queenhoo Hall, 1808, inserted in the 
Edinburgh Annual RegisUr Kii the same year, and set to a Wd^ air 
in ThomsorCs Seleet Melodies, voL iii., 1817. * 339. Written, Lodehart 
notes, ' for Gampbell's Albyn*s Anthology, 18x6. It may also be seen, 
set to musie, in Thomson's Golleetion, 183^' 340. 'This wondeiihl 
lyrie, wherein Romemee is taken in the aet as nowhere else in song, is 
Irom The Heart of Midlothian (Ghapter xl.). 34Z. From The Lady 
oftheLake{CxDXo'm,\ 342. Yiom Rokehy {(Z;sjbXo 'm,). 343. From 
Marmion (danto iii.). 344. From The ArUiguary (Ghapter X.). 345. 
'Written tbr Albyn's Anthology, vol. iL, 1818, and set to musie in 
Mr. Thomson's Golleetion, in 1822.'— (Loekhart.) 

CaiV</=tinker lilt—caxo\ gmUman^hnas^MSiA 

FUech^'w\xwdXt ^udew(/i'='mft Tumpsihoop 

^^/msmilk-pail clout=:mead ^Mtapot 

maukin^hMn leisters kip^ ^ spears /Mvspate 
//i»aevery salmon A0f//irr-w^=hostess 

eantU o* the eawsey— hends a btcker^Xxo\\s a y^=drunk 

middle of the pavement bowl aMm=cupboard 

>Kr/=chest *Uek'»shxLt orra^oAd 

J?unts o* kebb$tck—^iecti gear^property taiU d «ew^sportions of 

of eheese webs or duds^&hittts or wool 
WhiUs^no'w dothes wuddie^msSiomik 

Craig io tetker^ neek to aim » iron 

haUer 
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346. From QuenHn Durward (Ghapter iv^). 347. In his /oumal 
(Deeember 22, 1825) Sir Walter writes : — * Tne air of Bonny Dundee 
running in my head to-day, I wrote a few verses to it before dinner, 
taking the ke]mote irom the story of Clavers leaving the Seottish 
Convention of Estates in 1688-89. I wonder if they are good ? ' 

d(mce=pnaidiCD.t iik earlitu—taK^ beldam ^yHng^^sodidaii^ 

couthie^'a\tBsaxit «r^/riw/smadeanappointment gullies^}aiVfts 
anuls qfKilmarMOck = broad bonnets marrows = eomrades 

848-849. SAMUEL TAYLOR GOLERIDGE (1772-1834). 

The tezt is that published in Mr. Ashe's Aldine Edition. (London, 
1885. ) Glyeine's song is from Zapolya (1817). 

860-868. WALTER SAYAGE LANDOR (1775-1864). 

35a The songlets under this nmnber are given separately (Nos. 
X., lxv., lxxv., clxxvt) in the Miseellaneous Poems, whieh form the 
Eighth Yolume of Landor's Works and Life, (London, 1876.) 351. 
This is numbered eii. in the Miseellaneous Poems just noted. 352. 
The Maids Lament is found in The dtaHon of Wiuiam Shakespeare 
( WorkSt voL ii., pp. 483-484). 353> This song is numbered lvui. in 
the Miseellaneous Poems aforesaid. 

864. GHARLES LAMB (i775'iS34). 
From The PoeHeal Works of Gkarles Lanib, (London, 1836.) 

866-866. THOMAS GAMPBELL (1777-1844). 

From the Aldine Edition of Tkomas Camfbelts Poetieal Works, 
(London, 1875.) 355. This noble ballad is imitated from an aneient 
broadside : — 

' Yon Gentlemen of Bngland, 
That Iives at home at ease, 
Fall little do you think upon 
Tbe dangers of the seas/ ete. :— 

from whiehi moreover, Campbell borrowed his refrain :— 

* When the stormy winds do blow.' 

And this again is given by Mr. Ebsworth (Roxbuf^ke Ballads, vi. 
432-3) as 'autered from Martin Parker,' whose original, to the tune 
of Saylors for My Moneyt is printed in the same Yolimie (797), and 
begins Uius : — 

' Gountrie men of England, who live at home at ease 
And little think what dangers are ineident o' die seas, 
Give ear unto the Saylor who unto yon will shew 
His ease, his ease, 

Hom ere tke Winds dotk hlow, 

Certain stanzas are omitted from 356 as tending to bathos, and 
ruining the effiBCt of a singularly fine and stirring pieee of verse. 
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357-861. THOMAS MOORE (1779-1850). 

Tbese fi¥e pieees are taken finom the Irish MelodUs as gifeii In tht 
PotiUal Works qf Thomas Moore, (London, 1840^1.) 

862-868. EBENEZER ELUOTT (1781-1849). 

Ttom Thi Poetieal Works of EbetuMtr Elliott edited by hla son 
Edwin EUiott, Reetor of St. Jonn's, Antigua. (London, 1876.) 

864-866. THOMAS LOVE PEAGOGK (1785-1866). 

364. The eateh sun^;: by Mr. Hilaiy and the Reverend Mr. Laryns 
in Nightmare Abhey : firom Dr. Gamett's Edition. (London, 1891.) 

365. From the third yolume of Gole's Edition of Peaeoek's Works, 
(Lmidon, 1875.) The Table of Gontents refers the song to z8o6 ; in 
the text (p. 50) it is said to be ' written after 1806.' 

866-867. ALLAN GUNNINGHAM (1785-1842). 

From Poems and Songs by Allan Gunningham. With an Intro- 
duetion, Glossary, and Notes by Peter Gunningham. (London, 1847.) 
Both were forged by ' honest Allan ' (who never eould reAise a ehanoe 
of appearing to vie with Bums in the manipulation, or even the manu- 
facture, of traditional material) for Gromek's Eemains 0/ Nithsdaie 
and Galloway Song (1810). 

366. katmes €f kinmey^haatiy-eaaA» een^tjt& 
keek^vtcp lae/^paiha jimj>y-sltadet 
nrmJif^%pomt M^fvesseyefarow fcC^\<A 
/i^sbire baimie*^%aai}X ehildren /^siiall 

367* iMerl sblaek dond : bUnks^iokatk 

868-880. BYRON (1788-1824). 

My seleetion is printed firom Tke Works of Lord Byron (1837), the 
First Gomplete Edition, undertaken by Murray, it would seem, at the 
urgent instaneing of Sir Walter Seott, and ' respeetiully inseribed ' 'To 
the Right Honourable Sir Robert Peel, Bart, ete. ete. ete.,' as being 
a 'Coilective Edition of the Works of His" "Sehool and Form 
Pellow" • at Harrow. 368. From the Third Harold (1817} ; addressed 
to Augusta Leigh. 369. No. i of the Hebrew Melodies (Januaiy, 
18x5). 370. Addressed to Lady Byron, and published, together with 
A Sketehtrom Private Li/e : — ^m in a garret, in a kitehen bred :~ 
in Tke Champion of Sunday, April 14, 1816, and in The Moming 
ehroniele two days after. In the fonner print---(which says, by the 
way, that ' thougn not sold, they have been distributed by his respeet- 
able puUisher, Mr. Murray ')— the verses are dated Mareh 17, i8z6 ; in 
the latter, Mareh 30 of the same year. 371. Addressed to Augusta 
Leigh, under date of July 34, z8z6. 372. Written m z8o8. 
373. Dated z8z3, and published (z8z2) in the Secon<l €($^0^ of 
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ehilde Harold, i. and ii., under this device: — 'Heu, qiianto minus 
est eum reli^uis versari, e^uam tui meminisse.' 374- I^ated 1815, and 
suggested, direetly or indu-eetl^r, by the death of Byron's old sehool- 
mate, the DtUee of Dorset (lulled by a iiall from his horse), these 
' Stamsas for Musie,' whieh the writer deseribes as ' the iruest, though 
the most melaneholy, I ever wrote,' were sent to Moore for Power 
(publisher of the Irish Melodies), who brought them out ' with very 
beautifiil musie by Sir John Stevenson.' 375. Not dated, but 
apparently written in 1815. 376. 'This should have been written 
fifteen moons ago; the m^t stanza was.' Thus B^rron to Moore 
under date of loth July 1817» so that this brave, affectionate lyrie — 
(surely its Seeond Stanza embodies as good and sound a philosophy of 
life as protestant eould desire?)-— was meant as the writer s farewell ere 
he went into exile in the April of 1816. 377. Written at Venice, in 1817, 
when, ' although I did not dissipate mueh upon the whole, ^et I found 
the sword wearing out the seabbard, though I have but just tumed 
the eomer of twenty-nine.' 378. Dated November 1821 ; ' eom- 
posed . . . on the road firom Florence to Pisa'; and addressed to 
Kime. GuieeiolL 379. From the Third /uan (1821). 380. Dated 
' Missolonghi, Jan. 22, 1824.' 

381-894. PERGY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1792-1822). 

These examples of the art and genius of the master'lyrist of our raee 
are reprinted fi:om the Aldine EdiUon. 381-382. The Ode to the West 
Wind and The Cloud appear among the misedlaneous poems issued 
with Prometheus Unbound (1820). 383. The final ehorus in Hellas 
(1822). 384. Eirst given in the Posthumous Poems (1824). 385. Pirst 
printed in 1822, in the Seeond Number of TlU Liberal, under the style 
and title of Song, Written for an Indian Air. 386-393. From the 
Posthumous Poems (as above). 394. The first title, when the poem 
appeared in The Atheneeum of ^ovember 17, 1832, was : — An Ariette 
^or Musie, To a Lady Singing to her Aeeompaniment on the Guitar, 

896-400. JOHN KEATS (1795-1821). 

In the ease of the seleetions fi:om Keats, the Aldine text, edited by 
Lord Houghton, is adopted. 395. The Hymn to Pan is from the 
First Book of Bndymion (1818). 396. From the Pourth Book of 
Endymion. At the elose of the seeond seetion I have ventured to 
omit a stanza of the original, beeause it examp»les all Keats's defects, 
and embitters the perfect sweetness by whieh it is surrounded. For 
ti^e pedant's sake I give it here : — 

' Within his ear, aloft, young Baeehos stood, 
Trifling his ivy-dart, in dandng mood, 

With ^delong langhing ; 
And little rills of erimson wine imbmed 
His plomp white arms, and shoulders, enough white 

For Yenus' peurly bite ; 
And near him rode Silenus on his ass, 
Pelted with Aowers as he on did pass 

Tipsily quaffing.' 

2C 
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401. THOMAS HOOD (1799-1845). 

From the Pirst Yolume of The Pottieal Works of Tkomas HooeL 
(LondoD, 1856.) 

402-404. THOMAS LOYELL BEDDOES (1803-1849). 

' Tbese pieees are reprinted from Piekering's edition pf Thi Poems, 
Postkumous and ColUctedt of Thomas Lov€ll Beddoes, (London, 1851. ) 
Two 8tanzas of Drtam-Pedlary (402) are omitted from the text : — 

' If there are ghotts to ^aise. 

WhatshalTlaai, 
Ont of hell's mniky masei 

Heaven's blue pall T 
Raise my !oved long-Iost boy— 
To lead me to his joy. 

There are no ghotts to raise ; 
Ont of death lead no ways ; 
YainbtheealL 

Know'st thoa not ghosts to sae T 

No love thou hast. 
Else lie as I will do. 

And breathe thy lasL 
So out of Life's Aesh erown 
Pall like a ro6e-leaf down. 

Thus are the ghosts to wooe ; 
Thus are all (&eams made true ; 
Ever to kut ! ' 

The Dirge is from Death's lest-Book; or, The Poots Tragedy (Aet ii. 
sc. i). 404. From Torrismond (Aet i. se. 3). 

406-408. EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849)* 

From Mr. Andrew Lang*s edition of The Poems o/EdgarAllan Poe. 
(London, i88z.) 
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Absbnt firoin thee, I languish still ! 352 

Adieul Farewell earth's bliss 1 137 

Adieu, Odaisy ofdelight! * 83 

Ah ! ehloris, that I now eoold sit, ....... . 249 

Ah 1 Gounty Guy, the hour is nigh, 304 

Ah, how sweet it is to love ! 945 

Ah ! SunAower, weary of time, 274 

Ah, what avails the seeptred raee ! ^ 309 

Ah, what is Iove ? It is a pretty thing, 2x5 

All my ]^t life is mine no more 353 

An age m her embraees passed, 351 

And are ye sure the news is true ? 367 

And doth not a meeting like this malee amends, 316 

And thou art dead, as young and fair, 337 

An end, the end is eome upon the four eomers of the land, ... 76 

Arise, my Thoughts, and mount you with the sun, 143 

Arise, shine, for thv light is eome, 70 

Artthoupoor, ^rethastthougoldenslumbers? 157 

As I in hoary winter's night, 116 

As it fell upon a day, 155 

As I was walking all alone 340 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows, Z7Z 

Ask me why I send you here, 189 

As the hart panteth after the water brooks, 33 

A sunny shaft did I behold 308 

Awake, awake, my Lyre, 339 

Awake, awake ! put on thy strength, O Zion 69 

Away, delights 1 go seek some other dwelling, x6o 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 354 

Beauty, arise, show forth thy glorious shining ! 158 

Beauty sat bathing by a sprmg, 704 

Beeause in the nignt Ar ot Moab b laid waste, and brought to silenee, . 65 

Behold, thou art ikir, my love, 60 

Behold, thou hast instrueted many, 4Z 

Bid me not go where neither sims nor showers 3x5 

Bid me to live. and I will live, z85 

Bless the Lord, O my soul ! 35 

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heaven's joy, 205 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, , • Z34 

BIow ye the trumpet in Zion, and sound an alarm in my holy mountain, • 79 

By Samt Mary, my lady z4 

By the rivers of Babylon, 37 

Cahn was the day, and through the trembling air, 98 

Ghann me asleep and melt me so, loa 

2C2 
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PAGB 

OMiry-ripei ripe, ripei I ery I 176 

Ghoote me your yalendne, 176 

eome bither. yott that loYe. and hear me ring, z6z 

Gome, little Dabe, eome, i my •oul, 8S 

ComeUTewithmeandDemylove. z9o 

Gome, roy Way, my Thith, mv Lite, ^75 

Gome, O eome, my liTe'i delignt ! . * ^34 

Come, lAiepherd swains, that wont to hear me sbg Z4s 

Dark, deep, and eold the eorrent Aows, 3z8 

Day, like our souls, b fiercely darie, 3^7 

Dearest. do not you delay me, z6a 

Dear, ir you ehange, I '11 never dioose agmn, ^43 

DepMt, depart, depart ! az 

DoeshaugntyGaulinyasionthreatT ....... 984 

Donald eSiird ean lilt and sing. 303 

Down in yon garden sweet and gay, 340 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, ^48 

E'en like two little bank-dividing brooks, Z7a 

Fain would I, but I dare not ; I dare and yet I may not, . . . . zoa 

Fair daffodil8, we weep to see, . ^ ^87 

Fair, sweet, and young, receive a priie, 344 

False though she be to me and love, . . 356 

Faretfaee welll andifforever, 333 

Parewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, a86 

Fear no more the heat o' the sun, Z36 

First shall the heavens want starry light, zzz 

Fly, envious Time, till thou run out tny raee, ao6 

Fold now thine arms, and hang the head, ^76 

Follow a shadow, it still flies you, ^48 

Follow your saint, follow with aeeents sweet 1 ^33 

For all this I eonsidered in my heart even to dedare all this, ... 55 

For Love's sake, kiss me onee again ! ^49 

From hannony, firom heavenly harmony, 043 

From the forests and highlands, 34z 

Full fathom five thy fauer lies, za6 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may. z8z 

Get up, get up for shame ! The oloOTiing Mom ^77 

Gird up thy loins now like a nian^ 49 

Give me more love or more disdam ! z7o 

Give plaee, ye lovers^ here before, z6 

Give plaee, you Ladies, and be gone, a6 

Give unto the Lord, O ye miffhty, 33 

Glories, pleasures. pomps, delights and ease, z68 

Go and eateh a £Euhng star, ^53 

Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine, 379 

Go, happy Rose, and interwove, ^83 

Go, lo^y Rose, ^96 

Good ladies ! ye that have yova pleasures in eieile Z7 

Good-morrow to the day so ilEur, z87 

Q0| thou gentle whispering Wind, z69 

Hame. hame. hame, hame &in wad I be, . . . ... 321 

Hark I hark I the kurk at heaven's gate sings, tas 

Hark ! now eva7thing is still, r^a 

Hark I she ii eall'd, the parting honr b eome, aao 
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Have ymi » desirt to lee, , • x73 

Hear, ye ladies that despise, z6a 

He b gone on the monDtain, 999 

Henee, all yoa vun delights, 164 

Hence,heaxt| withherthatmustdepart, 19 

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, • • roo 

Hey 1 now the day daws, • .... 84 

Hide, Absolon. thy giltS tresses elere, x 

His golden loeks Time hath to silver tumed, 1x3 

Honest lover whosoeyer, .^ 197 

How beatttifal are thy feet with shoes, O prinee's daughter ! . . «03 
How doth the dty sit solitaiy, that was mll of people 1 . . . «73 

Howhastthouhelpedhimthatiswithoutpower? 45 

How likea winternathmyabseneebeen, 130 

Howl, yeshipsofTarshish, 66 

How many times do I love thee, dear ? 363 

Howshalllreport, 9 

How sleep the Drave who sink to rest, a6o 

How sweet I roamed from fleld to field, 970 

I am eome into my garden, my sister, my spouse, 6z 

I am the rose of Snaron, 58 

I arisefromdreamsof thee 343 

I bring iresh showers for the thirsting Aowers 338 

I eannot ehange, as others do, . * 354 

I darenotaskaleiss, z9o 

I did but look and Iove a-while, 356 

I dreamt a dream 1 What ean it mean ? 373 

I due beneath the eypress shade, 319 

I^allthe worldandlove wereyotmg, Z3z 

If aught ofoatenstop, orpastoralsong, 36z 

If doughty deedsmy lady^lease, ........ 363 

I fear thy kisses^ gentle maiden, 344 

I feed a Aarne within, whieh so torments me, 346 

If Iovebelife, I longtodie, • « • f , . . . . z4o 

If there weredreamstosell, 36z 

If thou wiltease thineheart, . , , 36z 

If to beabsent were tobe, 337 

I have had playmates, I have had eompanions, 3zz 

I knowit bsoofatruth, ^ 43 

I love, and he loves me again ^49 

I loved him not ; 'and yet now he is gone, 3zo 

I might ! — unhappy word — O mc, I might, zo7 

In going to my naked bed as one that womd have slept, .... 33 

Inuxegreene^of ourvalIeys, ......... 367 

In the merry month of May, .88 

In to these dirk and drumhe da^^ 7 

In Xanadu did Kubla Rhan, • 306 

I pray thee, Ieave, Iove me no more, zz9 

I prithee, send me baek my heart, ^98 

I saidinthecuttingoffofmy days, 68 

I saw my Lady weep, ^44 

I see how she doth see, 33 

I sing the name whieh none ean say, 333 

I that in health was and s^adness, 5 

Itwasa' forourrightftt' King a88 

It was many and many a 3rear ago 368 

It was not m the winter, • 360 

It was the wiater wild, ;;'•....... aoo 
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It wat ttpon > liimnuii night, aSa 

I 've heaid them lilting at oor ewe milking 363 

I will sing unto the Lord, for he lutth tritin^Uied glorioaslyi ... 99 

I wish I were where Hden lies, 238 

John Andersonmyjo, John, 876 

Keep not thon lilenee, O God, 34 

Kiss me, sweet I the wary loTer, 147 

Lay a garUnd on my hearse, z6o 

Leave me, O Love^ whieh reaehest but to dust 109 

Let himkissme withthekissesof hismouth, 57 

Let me not to the marria^e of true minds, 132 

Let the day perish wherem I was bom, 39 

Let us sing and be merry, danee, joke, and rejoice, 2x6 

Lift ye up a banner upon the high mountain, 64 

Like to Diana in her summer-weed. 113 

Lo, here a little volume, but great t>ook ! 2x7 

Look, Delia, how we esteem the half-Uown rose, 1x7 

Lord, what am I ? A worm, dust, vapour, nothing 1 156 

Lovein&ntasdctriumphsate, 251 

Love in her e^res sits playing, 257 

Love in my bosom like a be^ zxo 

Love in thy vouth, ilEur maid ; be wise, 157 

Love is a siekness full of woes, iz8 

Love b the blossom where there blows x&j 

LoveIy kind and kindly loving, 87 

Love me or not, love her I must or die, ^34 

Love me not for eomely graee, ^44 

Love that to the voice u near, z68 

Lo, what it is to love, . 22 

Man that is bom of a woman, 44 

Memoiy, hither eome, * • « < i 271 

Mortahty, behold and fear I z65 

Musie, when soft voices die, 346 

My boat is on the shore 330 

My dear and only love, I pray, ... 2x6 

My dear mistress has a heart, 255 

My faint spirit was sitting in the light, 345 

My heart aehes, and a drowsy numMiess pains * . «357 

My heart is a breaking, dear tittie^ 277 

My heartishighabove, mybodyisfulIofbIisSi 28 

MyIove inherattiredothshowher wit 140 

My Love is neither young nor old ^43 

My love is strengthen'd, though m<nre weak in seeming, . . . .130 

My lute, awake, perform the last, Z5 

My silks and fine array, 270 

My son, keep my woros, 52 

My Soul, there is a eountry, ^936 

My thoughts hold mortal strife, ........ . . z66 

My trueTovehathmy heart, andlhavehis, xo8 

Never weather-beaten stul more willing bent to d>Qre, . . . .136 

No longer moum for me when I am dead, 128 

No, no, poor suffering heart, no ehange endeavour, 045 

Now is the time for mirth, ..«•;•..... 179 

Now the Iusty Spring is seen ! . •'••••.. x6z 



FIRST LINES 409 

PACB 

O blithe New-eomer t I luive heard, . . . • . . . 990 

O, Brignall banks are wild and fair, . 399 

O, elap your haods, all ye people, 33 

Odayoi life, oflight, oflover 337 

O, dO'DOt wanton wiUi thoat eyes, - . ■ , . . . . . 153 

O, Oun woold I, before I die 341 

OfallchastebirdsthePhcenixdothexcel zz3 

Ofall the^rls that aresosmart, 358 

Of a' the airts the wind ean blaw, 375 

O, fly, my sool ! What hangs upon, igt 

Of Nelson and the North, 3x3 

O Goddess l hear these tnneless numbers, wnmg, 355 

O, how eomely it is, and how reviving, . 314 

O, leeze me on my spinnin' wheel ! 377 

O, let me elimb, 335 

O Lord, I have heard thy speeeh, and was alhdd, 80 

O Lord, thou hast searehed me, and known me, 37 

O lusty May, with Flora queen ! 37 

O Mary, at thy window be, 388 

O May, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet, 380 

O mighty Kin^ of Terrors, eome, 347 

O, my luve 's like a red, red rose, 385 

On a day, alaek the day !..... Z33 

O, never say that I wasfalseof heart, Z3z 

O Night, O jealous Night, repugnant to my measures 1 . . . . ^39 

Only jfoy, now here you are^ zo5 

Order ye the buekler and shield, and draw near to battle, ... 73 

O rose, thou art siek, 373 

O Sorrow I Why dost borrow. 350 

Osweetdelight, O more thannumanbliss, Z35 

O, talknottomeofanamegreatinstory ! 331 

O, thatjofy so soonshouldwaste! ........ ^48 

O, thesadday! . 348 

O thou, whose mighty palaee roof doth hang, • . • . . . 349 

O thou with dewy looes, who lookest down, . . ... 369 

O, tum away those eruel eyes, 343 

Outuponit! I haveloved, ^98 

O, waly waly up the bank, 337 

O westera wmd, when wilt thou blow, 34 

O, whamy babie-douts willbuy? 380 

O, what ean ail thee, knight-at-arms 359 

O wild West Wind, thoubreathof Autumn'sbeing, 335 

O, Willie brewed a peek o' maut, 376 

O world ! O life ! O time ! 34^ 

O wreteh, beware ! This world will wend thee &o, 8 

Pack,cloud8, away, andweleome, day! ^59 

Phoebus, arise, z65 

Phyllis, for shame ! Lot us improve, 349 

Phyllis is my only joy, 350 

PibrochofDonuilDhu 397 

Piping down the valleys wild, 373 

Pleasure ! why thus desert the heart, 308 

Poorsoul, thecentreofmy siniiilearth, ^33 

Praiseyethe I^rd, . . ^ 39 

Presenre thy sighs, unthri£ty girl, ^94 

Ptoud Maisie is in the wood, 398 

Oueen and huntress, ehaste and fair, . •. . ■• • • • *. 146 
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Rarely, nrely eomest thon, 343 

Reoeh, with your whiter handi, to me, « 189 

Rememher now tby Greator in the days of thy yonth, . • 50 

Riee, heart ; thy Lotd is risen. Sing his praise, 173 

Ros^ their sharp spines being gone, 163 

Sabrina fair, «08 

Seamenthree! Whatmenbeye? 3x9 

Seek ye me, and ye shall live 80 

SeekyeoutofUiebookoftheLord,andreBd, 6f 

See the ehariot at hand here of Love, 146 

Send home my long-stra^r'd e^res to me, . 154 

Set me whereas the son doth pareh the green, 17 

Shall I tell you whom I love? 168 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 289 

She is far firom me land where her young hero sleeps, . . .315 

She walks in beauty, like the night 333 



She Mras a Phantom of delight, aoi 

" " . " ' ' _>t, a84 

Shut not so soon : the dull*ey'd night z88 



Should auld acquaintance be forgot 



Sinee Arst I saw your face I resolyed to hononr and renown ye, . • 144 

Sinee I in storms used most to be aSS 

Sineethere'snohelp, eomeletuskissandpart I lao 

Sing lullaby, as women do, 82 

Sister, awake ! dose not vour eyes ! • r4S 

Sleep, sleep, beauty bright^ 374 

So, we '11 go no more a roving, . . . . , 331 

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleasant king ! . . . . 136 

Stay, O sweet, and do not rise ! 153 

Sweet, benotproudof thosetwoeyes, 177 

Sweet day, so eool, so ealm, so bnght, 175 

Sweet £k:ho, sweetest Nymph, that liY'st unseen, 2x4 

Sweet violets, Love's Paradise, that spread, 139 

Swiftly walk o'er the westem wave, 344 

Take, O, take those lips away 225 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkmd, 238 

Tellme, thousoulofher I love a59 

Thank Heaven ! the erisis, 365 

Thattimeofyearthoumay'stinmebehold, 129 

That whieh her slender waist confined, 196 

The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high plaees 30 

The eastled erag of Drachenfds, . . 332 

The earth is the Lord's, and the fulness thereof, 31 

The forward youth that would appear, 331 

Thegloriesorourbloodandstate, igt 

The ^olden gates of Sleep unbar, 34^ 

The islesofGreece, theislesof Greeee, 333 

The keen stars were twinkling, 348 

The lark now leaves his wat'ry nest, , . 193 

The longer life, the more offence, 38 

The merry World did on a day ^74 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ! . . . . ' . .139 

The niehtingale as soon as April brmgeth, 109 

There be none of Beauty's daughters, 330 

There is a garden in her face, X3S 

There'skameso'hinney'tweenmyluve'slip6, 3^ 

There'snotajoy the worldcangive, 3^9 

Thera's noughtbnt eare on evisry han' 283 
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There was » time when meadow, groyei and stream, 991 

Therewith when he was ware, andgan behold* a 

The skies they were ashen and sobor 36* 

The star that bids the shepherd fold, 306 

The twentieth year is well-nigh past, 365 

The world's great ase b^ins anew, . . ^ . . 340 

Those looks, whose beams be ioy, whose motion b delight, zo6 

Thon art but voung. thou sav st, 143 

Thou art to all lost iove the best, 185 

Though theday ofmydestiny'sover, 325 

Through grief and through danger thy smile hath eheer'd my way, . 3x5 

Tiger, tiger, buming brijsht, 273 

Timeistnefeathereathmg. 193 

'Tis time this heart shoulabe anmoved, 334 

'Tis true, I never was in Iove, 330 

To ilEur Pidele's grassy tomb, aoo 

ToII for the brave ! 364 

To me, fair friend, you never ean be old, 130 

To the Lords of O>nvention 'twas Claver'se who spoke 305 

To the oeean now I fly, ao8 

'Twas on a Monday moming, 387 

Twenty years henee my eyes may grow, 3x0 

Under the greenwood tree, 134 

Unfold! anfoldl Take in His li^t, 335 

Up, halesom heart, thy rootSs raise 4nd loup, 30 

Upon my lap my sovereign sits, 133 

Up! youthsand ^iiginslup, andpraise 150 

Vanityofvanities, saiththePreaeher 54 

VitaIsparkofheavenly flame, 357 

Vulcan, contrive me sudi a eup, 353 

Wake, all the dead ! What ho ! what ho ! 194 

Waken, lords and ladies gav 396 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 2x4 

Weep yoa no more, sad fountams ! 141 

Weleome, maids-of-honour ! x8z 

Whatbirdsoungs, yetsodoes wail? zxo 

What eonseienee, say, is it in thee, . . ... . . z88 

Whatharder isthanstone? Whatmoredian water8(rft? ... 34 

What b thy mother? 78 

Whatisyour substanee? Whereof are 3rou made, 138 

What shall I do to show how mueh I Iove her? 347 

Whatsweetrdieftheshowerstothirstyplants wesee z8 

When daisies pied, and vioIets blue, Z33 

When, dearest, I butthinkof thee, 199 

When FIora had o'er^et the firth 35 

When he, who adores thee, has Ieft bat the name, 3x4 

When m death I shall ealmly redine, 3x4 

When, in disgraee with fortune and men's eyes, 137 

Wheninthedm>nideofwastedtime, Z3z 

When IoveIy woman stoops to foIIy, 363 

When Love with unconfinM wings, 338 

When the lamp is shattered, 347 

WhentheLordtumedagainthecaptivityofZion, 36 

When the sheep are in the fauld, and the k]re at hame, .... 308 

Whenthoumusthome to8hadesoftmderground, ^36. 

When thoui poor Excommttnicatr, X7z 
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Wheatothesessioiisorsweetalentthouglit, 127 

When we two parted, 336 

Where shall the Iover rest, 301 

Where the bee sueks, there snek 1 227 

Where the remote Bermudas ride, 930 

Whether on Ida's shady brow, 271 

Whocanfinda Yirtuoas woman? 53 

Who hath his fancy pleas6d, 107 

Who is Silviaf what b she, X2a 

Who b this that darkeneth eounsel, 46 

Whyartthouslow, thourest oftroubIe, Death, 104 

WhydostthoushadethyloveWface? O why, 254 

Whydoye weep, sweet oabes? Can teao^ 184 

Why should your fab eyes with sueh soy'raga graoe, .... 1x9 

Why sitt'st thou by that ruin'd hall, 302 

Witn how sad steps, O Moon, thou dim'st the skies 1 . . . . 107 

Wrongnot, sweetempressofmyheart, 103 

Ye blushing vira;ins happy are, . ; x95 

Ye Aowery Dan& o' boaie Doon, 278 

Ye have l>een Iresh and green, x86 

Ye leamed Sisters, whieh havc oftentimes, 88 

Ye little birds that sit and ^g, xs8 

Ya Mariners of £ifgland, 3x1 

Yestreen I had a put o' wine, . 28x 

Yet onee more, O ye laurds, and onee more, 209 

You are a tulip seen to^y, 182 

Youmeanerbeautiesofthenight, . 138 

Your eySn two will slay me suddenly, 4 
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Sbptbmber 1897. 

Messrs. Methuen's 

ANNOUNGEMENTS 



Poetry 



SHAKESPEARE'S POEMS. Edited, with an Introduetion and 

Notes, by GbORGB Wyndham, M.P. Crown %vo, Buekratn, 6j. 

This is a volume of the sonnets and lesser poems <^ Shakespeare, and is preOaeed 
with an elaborate Introduetion by Mr. Wyndham. 

ENGLISH LYRieS. Seleeted and Edited by W. E. Henley. 

Crown S7/0. Buekram, 6s. 

Also 15 eopies on Japanese paper. Demy %vo, £2, 2s, net, 

Few announeements will be more weleome to lovers of EngUsh verse than the one 
that Mr. Henley is bringing together into one book tne iinest lyries in our 
language. 

NURSERY RHYMES. With many Goloured Pietures. By 
F. D. Bbdpord. Small /^o, 6s, 
This book has numy beautiful designs in eolour to illustrate the old rhymes. 

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 
GORDBRY. Crown Svo, los, td, 

Travel and Adventure 

BRITISH GENTRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. Johnston, 
K.C.B. With nearly Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six Maps. 
Crown 4fo, 30/. net, 

eONTBMTS.— ^z) The History of Nyasaland and British Gentral Africa generally. 
f 9) A detailed deseription of the raees and languages of British Gentral Africa. 
(3^ ehapters on the European settlers and missionaries ; the Fauna, the FIora, 
nuneralsi and seenery. (4) A ehapter on the prospeets of the eountry. 

WITH THE GREEKS IN THESSALY. By W. Kinnaird 

RosB, Reuter's Gorrespondent. With Plans and 23 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, 6s, 

A history of the operations In Thessaly by one whose brilliant despatehes from the 
seat of war attraeted universal attention. 

THE MASSAGRE IN BENIN. By Gaptain Boisragon. 

With Maps, ete Crown Svo, y, 6d, 

This volume is written by one of the two snrvivor8 who eseaped the tenible 
massaere in Benin at the beginning of this year. The author relates in detail his 
adventures and his extraordinary eseape. and adds a deseription of the eotmtry 
and of the events whieh led up to tbe outoreak. 
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FROM TONKIN TO INDIA. By PRINCK Hrnri or 
Orlsans. Tianslated by Hamlry Bent, M.A» Wiih $o IIUw. 
trations and 6 Maps. Cfvwm 4/^. 251. 

The tnivels of Prinee Henri in 1895 from Ghina to the \>aU«v of tho Ih AmAnutm 
covered a distanee of sioo miles, of whith 1600 was throiigh Ah*o)ut*)v un*\iM\\r»«i 
eountiy. No fewer than seventeen ranges of mountains w«rt cr^<^Av«t m t^mwuWn 
of from X 1,000 to 13,000 feet. The ioumey was made menu>rAhU hy th» i)iR\Mwiy 
of tlie sourees of the Irmwaddy. To the ph)rsical difficuUiM of ih» j«^«u\cy n^-*»* 
added dangers from the attaeks <^ savage tribes. The book d«aU wUh many of 
the buming politieal problems of the East, and it m\\ be found a mott im|>oilAht 
eontribution to the literature of adventure and discovery, 

THREE YEARS IN SAVAGE AFRICA. By LlONRL Dkoi.K. 
Wlth an Introduetion by H. M. Stanley, M.r. Wiih lOO IUuk. 
trations and 5 Maps. DgmySvo, 21 s, 

Few Europeans have had the same opportunity of studying th« )>arharouii partn of 
Africa as Mr. Dede. Starting from the Cape, he yinUrd ln »\)CCOMlon Dot huaim* 
land, theZambesi, Matabeleland and MashonAland, the PortuBumo a«ttUin«nt on 
the Zambesi, Nvasaland, Ujiji, the headquart«rt uf th« ArnU. (irrmnn K.nnt 
Africa, Uganda (where he saw ftghting in eomimuy with tho lAt« Nti\Jor * Kotldy ' 
Owen), and British East Africa. In hin Imok ne rolnton hi« «xp»rl«nco«, hl* 
minute observations of native habUa and cuHtom«, and hl« vlewii ak to th« woik 
done in Africa by the variou8 Europonn (iovornm(>niii, whoiio opoinllonN h« W'tiN 
able to study. The whole journey oKlondoU ovor 7000 milo«, auU oeeupleU 
exactly three years. 

WITH THE MOUNTED INFANTRY IN MASIIONA- 
LAND. By Lieut.-Golonel Aldkrson. Wilh numeroun IlluNlm- 
tions and Plans. D£mjf Svo. I2s, 6d, 

This is an aeeount of the military operations in Maibonaland bv tho otTlror wlio 
eommanded the Iroops in that distriet during the lato robollion. llpNldon Im 
interest as a story of warfare, it will have a peeuliar vnluo m an nrroitnt o( tito 
services of mounted infantry by one of the chief ButhorltloM 011 tlio iiul'joc t. 

THE HILL 0F THE GRACES : OR, THR Great Stonk 
Temples of Tripoll By H. S. CowrRK, F.S.A. Whh MttpK, 
Plans, and 75 Illustrations. Demy Svo, los, 6d, 

A reeord of two ^oumeys throu^h Tripoli in 189« and 1896. Th« book trtal4 of a 
remarkable senes of megalitbie temples whieh nave hitnerto iMii'n uninvo»t)KAtodf 
and eontains a large amount of new geographieal And arch«;ological mallor. 



ADYENTURE AND EXPLORATION IN AFRICA. Hy 
Oaptain A. St. H. Gibbons, F.R.G.S. With Illuilrationi \ty 
C. Whymper, and Map«. Demy &vo, 21/. 

This is an aeeoisnt of travel and adventure among tb« MarotM and Ci>nt{fftii>u« tfi)f$, 
with a deseription of their enstoms, ebaraetensties. tind history, t/>g«tW wiili t)m 
aothor's experiences in hunting big t»me, Tb« lllufttrAti//n» urm Tty Mr. e'hMrl"* 
Whymper, and from photograpbs, There UmmMp \y t\m auth/yr (/f th« \M\mUt 
nneiplored regions lying between tbe Zambe2i and KJifukwi river» and Utm itT 
to 15* S. lat. 
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History and Biography 

A HISTORY 0F EGYPT, from the Earliest Times to 
THE Present Day. Edited by W. M. Klinders Petrie, D.G.L., 
LL. D. , Professor of Egyptology at Umversity Gollege. Fully Illus' 
trated, In Six Volumes, Crown Svo, 6s. eaeh, 

VoL. V. ROMAN EGYPT. By J. G. Milne. 

THE DEGLINE AND FALL 0F THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edition, edited with Notes, 
Appendiees, and Maps by J. B. BURY, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
GoUege, Dublin. In Seven Volumes, Demy SvOf gilt top, Ss, 6d. 
eaeh. Crown Svo, 6s. eaeh, Vol, IV, 

THE LETTERS 0F VICTOR HUGO. Translated from the 
French by F. Glarke, M.A. In Two Volumes, Demy Svo. 
los, 6d. eaeh, Vol, II, 1835-72. 
This is the seeond Yolume of one of the most interestlng and important eolleetion of 
letters ever published in France. The eorrespondenee dates from Victor Hugo's 
boyhood to his death, and none of the letters have been published before. 

A HISTORY 0F THE GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 
l845-95' By C. H. Grinling. With Maps and IUustrations. 
Demy Svo, los. 6d, 
A reeord of Railway enterpnse and deveIopment in Northem England, eontainlng 
mueh matter hitherto unpublished. It appeals both to the general reader and to 
those speeially interested in railway eonstruetion and management. 

A HISTORY 0F ENGLISH GOLONIAL POLIGY. By 

H. E. Egerton, M.A. Demy Svo. I2s, 6d, 
This book deals with British Golonial poliey historieally from the beginnings of 
English eolonisation down to the present day. The subject has been treated by 
itself, and it has thus been possible within a reasonable eompass to deal with a 
mass of authority whieh must otherwise be sought in the State papers. The 
voIume is divided into five parts : — (x) The Penod of Beginnings, 1497-1650 ; 
(2) Trade Aseendaney, 1651-1830 ; (3) The Granting of Responsible Govemment, 
x83i-x86o; (4) Lais5ez Aller^ x86i-i885 ; (5) Greater Britain. 

A HISTORY 0F ANARGHISM. By E. V. Zenker. 

Translated by H. de B. Gibbins, M. A., Litt.D. Demy Svo, \os, 6d. 
A eritieal study and history, as well as a powerfuI and trenehant eritieism, of the 
Anarehist movement in Europe. The book has aroused eonsiderable attention 
on the Gontinent. 

THE LIFE 0F ERNEST RENAN By Madame Darmes- 
teter. With Portrait. Crown Svo, 6s, 
A biography of Renan by one of his most intimate friends. 

A LIFE 0F DONNE. By AUGUSTUS jESSOPP,' D.D. With 

Portrait. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 
This is a new voIume of the ' Leaders of Religion ' series, from the leamed and witty 
pen of the Reetor of Searning, who has been able to embody the results of mueh 
ireseareh, 
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OLD HARROW DAYS. By C. H. MlNeHlN. Cr.Svo. y.6d. 

of thegeDua] publie 



Theology 
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LIGHT AND LEAYEN : HiSTORieAL and Sooial Sermons, 
By the Rev. H. Hbnslby Hbnson, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Ineumbent of St. Mary's Hospital, Ilibid. CrvJBH tvff. 6s. 

THE eONEESSIONS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. NewIyTrans- 
lated, with an Introduetion, by C. BlGG, D.D., lale Student of 
Ohrist Chmch. With a Frontispiece. iSme. ii. 6d. 
Thisliule book isthe lirst va1umeaf a new I>evotioniJ Series, ptinled in dearlype, 

Thb vofuine Eontuns [he nine books Df the ' Coniesaons ' whieh ;ate luiuUe Tor 
devotianaL purposes. The name of the Editot is a suSetent guaianlee of the 

THE HOLY SACRIFICE. By F. WestON, M.A., Curate of 
Sl. Matthew's, Westminster. iSmo. li. 
A smalL Yolume of deyolions at the Holy Conumuiion. 

Naval and Military 

A HISTORY 0F THE ART 0F WAR. By C. W. Oman, 
M.A., Fellow of AllSouls', Oxfori Demyi^a. ItluUraied. iu. 
VoL II. Medi.«val Warpahe. 

Mi. Oman is enESEed on a Histoty of the Att of War, of whieh ihe above, Ihoueh 
coveriiig ihe m^dle petiod fiom the rall of Ihe Romsn Empite lo the eenetal use 
of guupawder in Western Europe, is ths liist inslalmenl. The fitsl batlle deall 
with wni be Adtianople (37S) u<d the Las. Navarette (13S7). There wiH appear 
hitet a voLum= dealinE wuh Ihe Ail of War amouB ihe AndeoU, nnd anolhet 
CDveiing the islh, i6lh, and lylh eenluties. 

The book wlLL deal iiiain]v wiih taedes imd sIialeKy, rotlitieatiDns and siegeerait, but 

and of the vaiiouBfntmaof militaiy otgAniiatioa known lo the MieTdie Ages. 



6 Messrs. Methuen's Announgements 

A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY, From 

Early Times to the Present Day. By Dayid Hannay. 

Illustrated. 2 Vols, Demy Sv0, *js, 6d, eaeh, Vol. I. 

This book aims at eiving an aeeount not only of the fighting we have done at sea, 
but of the growtn of the service{ of the part the Navy has played in the develop- 
ment of the Empire, and of its inner Ilfe. 

THE STORY 0F THE BRITISH ARMY. By Lieut.CoIonel 

GooPER KiNG, of the Staflf GoUege, Gamberley. Illustrated. Demy 

Svo, *js, 6d, 

This voIume aims at desoribing the nature of the different armies that have been 
formed in Great Britain. and how from the early and feudal levies the present 
standing army eame to be. The ehanges in taeties, uniform, and armament are 
briefly touehed npon, and the eampaigns in whien the arm^ has shared haTe 
been so iar followed as to explatn the part played by British regiments in them. 



General Literature 



THE OLD ENGLISH HOME. By S. Baring-Gould. 

With numerous Plans and lllustrations. Crown Svo, *js, 6d, 

This book, like Mr. Baring*Gould's well-known * Old Gountry Life,' deseribes the 
life and environment of an old English family. 

OXFORD AND ITS GOLLEGES. By J. Wells, M.A., 

Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Gollege. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

Fcap, Svo, 3J. Leather, ^, 

This is a guide — chiefly historieal — to the Golleges of Oxford. It eontains numerous 
illustrations. 

VOCES ACADEMICiE. By C. Grant Robertson. M.A., 
Fellow of All Souls*, Oxford. With a Prontispieee^ Fcap, Svo, 
y. 6d, 
iis b a^^ 
ested in the life of Dxford. 



This b a volume of light satirieal dialogues and should be read by all who are inter* 
oihi' 



A PRIMER 0F WORDSWORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown Svo, 2s, 6d, 
This volume is uniform with the Primers of Tennyson and Bums, and eontsdns a 
eoneise biography of the poet, a eritieal appreeiation of his work in detail, and a 
bibliography. 

NEO-MALTHUSIANISM. By R. Ussher, M.A. Cr,Svo, 6s, 

This book deals with a very delieate but most important matter, namely, the volun- 
tary limitation of the £amily, and how sueh aetion a£fec£s morality, the individual, 
and the nation. 

PRIMiEYAL SCENES. By H. N. Hutghinson, B.A., F.G.S., 

Author of *Extinct Monsters,* *Creatures of Other Days,* *Pre- 

historie Man and Beast,' ete. With numerous Illustrations drawn 

by JoHN Hassall and Fred. V. Burridge. ^to, 6s, 

A set of twenty drawings, with short t«xt to eaeh, to illustrate the humorous aspeets 
of pre-historie times. They are carefully planned by the author so as to be 
scientifically and arehaeologieally eorreet and at the same time amusing. 
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THE WALLYPUG IN LONDON. By G. E. Farrow, 
Author of * The Wallypug of "Why.* With numerous lUustrations. 
Crown Svo. 3j. 6d, 
An extravaganza for ehildren, written with great eharm and Yivacity. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. By Glement Edwards. 
Cr<nvn 8m 2s, 6d, [SoeieU Questtom Series, 



Sport 



SPORTING AND ATHLETIG REGORDS. By H. MoRGAN 

Browne. Crown%vo. is, papi.r ; is, 6d, eloth, 

This book giveS{ in a elear and eomplete form, aeeurate reeords of the best perform' 
anees in all important branehes of Sport. It b an attempt, never yet made, to 
present all-important sporting reeords m a systematie way. 

THE GOLFING PILGRIM. By HORAGE G HuTGHlNSON, 

Crown Svo, 6s, 

This book, by a famous golfer, eontalns the foIlowing sketehes lightly and humorously 
written : — The Prologue — The Pilgrim at the Shrine — Meeea out of Season — ^The 
Pilgrim at Home — The Pilgrim Abroad — The Life of the Links— A Tragedy by 
the Way — Seraps from the Serip — The Golfer in Art— Early Pilgrims in uxc West 
— An Interesting Relie. 

Edueational 

EVAGRIUS, Edited by Proeessor L6on Parmentier of 
Liege and M. BiDEZ of Gand. Demy Svo, ys, 6d, 

[ByzanHne Texts, 

THE ODES AND EPODES 0F HORAGE. Translated bv 
A. D. GoDLEY, M.A, Fellow of Magdalen Gollege, Oxford. 
Crown Svo, buekram, 2s, 

ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN EABRIGS. By 

C. Stephenson, of The Teehnieal GoU^e, Bradford, and 

F. Suddards, of The Yorkshire Gollege, Leeds. With 65 iiill-page 

plates, and numerous designs and diagrams in the text. /}emy Svo, 

ys. 6d, 

The aim of this book is to supply, in a systematie and praetieal form, information on 
the subject of Decorative Design as applied to Woven Fabrics, and is primarily 
intended to meet the requirements of students in Textile and Art Sehools, or of 
designers actively engaged in the weaving industry. Its wealth of illustration is 
a marked feature of t£e book. 

ESSENTIALS 0F GOMMERGIAL EDUGATION. By 
E. E. Whitpield, M. A Crown Svo, is, 6d, 
A guide to Commercial Edueation and £xaminations. 
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passages for unseen translation. by e. c. 

Marghant, M.A» Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge; and A. M. 
CooK, M.A, late Seholar of Wadham Oollege, 0:dbrd: Assistant 
Masters at St. Paul's SehooL Crown Svo, $s, 6d, 

Thb book eonUuns Two Hundred Latin and Two Hundred Greek Passages, and 
has been very eareAilty eompiled to meet the wants of V. and VI. Fonn Boys at 
Publie Sehools. It is also well adapted for the use of Honoiu: men at the 
Universities. 

EXERCISES ON LATIN ACCIDENCE. By S. E. WiN- 
BOLT, Assistant Master at Christ's Hospital. Crown Svo, is, 6d. 

An elementary book adapted for Lower Porms to aeeompany the shorter Latin primer. 

NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. By G. 
BuGKLAND Grebn, M.A, Assistant Master at the Edinbu^h 
Aeademy, late Pellow of St. John*s OoUege, Oxon. Cr, Svo, 2s, €d, 

Notes and explanations on the chief difficulties of Greek and Latin SyntaX| with 
numerons passages for exercise. 

A DIGEST 0F DEDUCTIVE LOGIC. By JOHNSON 
Barker, B. A Crown Svo» 2s, 6d, 

A shott introduetion to logie for students preparing for examinati(»is. 

TEST CARDS IN EUGLID AND ALGEBRA. By D. S. 
Oalderwood, Headmaster of the Normal Sehool, Edinburgh. In 
a Pacjcet of 40, with Answers. is, 

A set of eards for advanced pupils in elementary sehools. 

HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. A. E. WoOD. Illustrated. 
Crown Svo, is, 6d, 

A text-book for students preparing for the City and Guilds examination, based on 
the syllabus. The diagrams are numerous. 



Fiction 

LOCHINVAR. By S. R. Crockett, Author of *The Raiders,' 
ete. IUustrated. Crotun Svo, 6s, 

A romanee of love and war, the plot of whieh is laid partly in Holland and partly in 
Seotland. The hero, a young cavalier, after serving with the reginient of the 
Prinee of Orange, takes service under Dundee and fights at Killieerauikie. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. By Robert Barr, Author of ' In 
the Midst of Alarms,* * A Woman Intervenes,' ete. Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE LADY'S WALK. By Mrs. Oliphant. Grown Svo, dr. 

A new book by this lamented author, somewhat in the style of her ' Beleagured City.' 
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TRAITS AND CONFIDENCES. By The Hon. Emily Law- 
LESS, Author of * Hurrish,' * Maeleho/ ete. Crown %vo» 6j. 

BLADYS. By S. Baring Gould, Author of *The Broom 
Squire,* ete. IUustrated by F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown Svo. 6s. 
A Romanee of the last eentury. 

THE POMP 0F THE LAYILLETTES. By Gilbert Parker, 
Author of ' The Seats of theMighty,' ete. Crown Svo, 3^. 6</. 

A DAUGHTER OF STRIFE. By Jane Helen Eindlater, 
Author of * The Green Graves of Balgowrie.* Crown Svo. 6s, 
A story of 1710. 

pVER THE HILLS. By Mary Findlater. Grown Svo. 6s. 

A novel by a sister of J. H. Pindlater, the autbor of ' The Green Graves of Balgowrie.' 

A GREEL 0F IRISH TALES. By Jane Barlow, Author 
of * Irish Idylls.' Crown Bvo» 6s, 

THE GLASH 0F ARMS. By J. Bloundelle BurTON, 
Author of * In the Day of Adversity.' Crown Svo, 6s, 

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By Peroy White, Author of 
*Mr. Bailey-Martin.' CrownSvo, 6s. 

SEORETARY TO BAYNE,, M.P. By W. Pett Ridge. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE BUILDERS. By J. S. Fletcher, Author of *When 
Gharles i. was King.' Crown Svo, 6s. 

JOSIAH'S WIFE. By NORMA LORIMER. Grown Svo, 6s. 

BY STROKE 0F SWORD. By Andrew Balfour. IUus- 
trated by W. Gubitt Cooke. Crown Svo, 6s, 
A romanee of the time of Eli^abeth 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. By IDA HOOPER. Illustrated 
by W. Gubitt Gooke. Crown Svo. 6s, 
A romanee of adyenture. 

KIRKHAM'S FIND. By Mary Gaunt, Author of *The 
Moving Finger. * Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE FALL 0F THE SPARROW. By M. C. Balfour. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

SeOTTISH BORDER LIFE. By James C. Dibdin. Crown 

Svo, 3J. 6d, 

A2 
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Poetry 

RUDYABD KIPLINO'B NEW P0BH8 

Bodyard Kipling. THE SEVEN SEAS. By Rudyard 

KlPLlNG. Third Edition, Crown %vo. Btukratn^ gilt top, 6s, 

* The new poems of Mr. Rudyard Kipling have all the spirit and swing of their pre- 

deeessors. Patriotism is the solid eonerete foundation on whieb Mr. Kipling has 
built the whole of his work.' — Tinus, 

* FuU of ps^onate patriotism and the Imperial spirit.* — Vffrks^re Post. 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is no depreeiation of the songs to say that states* 

men may have, one way or other, to take aoeount of them.' — MaHekester 
Guardian, 
' Animated thrpugh and through with indubitable genius.' — Dtuly TeUgraph, 

* Paeked with inspiration, with humour^ with pathos.' — I?aify Chronick, 

* All the pride of empire. all the intoxication of power, all the ardour, the energy, 

the masteriul strength and the wonderiul enduranee and death-seoming pluek 
whieh are the very bone and fibre and marrow of the British eharaeter are here.' 
—DailyMail, 

Bnd7axd Kipling. BARRAGK.ROOM BALLADS; And 
Other Yeises. By Rudyard K^ipling. Eleventh Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s, 
' Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full of eharaeter. • . . Unmbtakable genius 

rings m every line.' — Times, 
The ballads teem with imagination, they palpitate with emotion. We read them 
with laughter and tears ; the metres tmrob in our pulses, the eunningly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and if this be not poetry, what is 7 '^Pall Mall Gauiie. 

*Q." POEMS AND BALLADS. By "Q.,» Author of * Green 
Bays,* ete Croivn Svo. Buekram. ^s. 6d. 
' This work has just the faint, ineffable toueh and glow that make poetry ' Q.* has 
ttM true romantie spvnt.''—Speaher, 

"Q." GREEN BAYS : Yerses and Parodies. By "Q.," Author 
of 'Dead Man*s Roek,' ete. Seeond Edition. Crown%vo. y,6d, 
* The verses display a rare and versatile gift of parody, great eommand of metre, and 
a very pretty tom of humour.' — Times, 

E. Maekay. A SONG OF THE SEA. By Erig Magkay, 
Attthor of 'The Love Letters of a Yiolinist.' Seeond Edition. 
Fcap. ^o, Ss. 
'£verywhere Mr. Maekay displays hlmsclf the master of a style marked bv all the 
eharaoteristies of the best rhetorie He. has a keen sense of rny thm and of general 
balanee ; hls verse is excellently sonorous.' — GMe. 
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Ibsen. BRAND. A Drama by Henrik Ibsen. Translated by 

WiLLiAM WiLSON. Seeottd Edition, Crawn %vo, y, 6d. 

*The greatest world-poem of the nineteenth eentury next to "Faust." It b in 
the same set with "A^amemnon," with "Lear," with the literature that we now 
instinctively regard as high and holy.' — Daily Chronicie, 

"A.G." VERSES TO ORDER. By"A.G." Cr.Zvo. 2s,()d. 

net, 

A small Yolume of verse by a writer whoie initials are well known to Oxford men. 
' A eapital speeimen of light aeademie poetry. These verse8 are very bright and 
engaging, easy and sumdently witty. ->.S'/. Janus*s GautU. 

Belles Lettres, Anthologies, ete. 

B. L. Steyenson. YAILIMA LETTERS. By Robert Louis 
Steyenson. With an Etehed Portrait by William Strang, and 
other lUustrations. Steond Edition. Crown 8z^. Buekram. *js, 6d, 

* Few publieations have in our time been more eagerly awaited thsm these " Yailima 

Letters," giving the first fruits of the eorrespondenee of Robert Louis Stevenson. 
But, high as the tide of expectation has nm, no reader ean possibly be disappointed 
in the result/ — St, Jam€ss Gasette, 

Henley and Whibley. A BOOK 0F ENGLISH PROSE. 

Golleeted by W. E. Henlby and eHARLES Whiblby. CroumZvo, 6s, 

* A uiiique volttme of extracts — an art gallery of early iMrose.* — Birming^ham Post. 

* An admirable eompanion to Mr. Hemey's '* Lyra Heroiea.*" — SaturidayReyiew. 

' Quite delightful. A greater treat for those not well acquainted with pre*K.estoration 
prose eould not be imagined.' — Athenaum. 

H. 0. Beediing. LYRA SAGRA : An Anthology of Saered Yerse. 
Edited by H. C. Beeghing, M.A. Croivn Zvo, Buekram, 6s, 
' A eharmmg seleetion, whieh ipaintains a lofty standard of excellence.'— 7VmM. 

"Q.- THE GOLDEN POMP : AProeession of English Lyries 
firom Surrey to Shirley, arranged by A. T. QuiLLBR CoucH. CrowH 
Zvo, Buekram, 6s, 

* A delightful volume : a really golden ** Pomp." ^^-S/eetator. 

W. B, Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY 0F IRISH VERSE. 
Edited by W. B. Yeats. Crown Svo, 3^. 6d, 
' An attractive and eatholie seleetion.' — Times, 

G. W. Steerens. MONOLOGUES 0F THE DEAD. By 

G. W. Steeyens. Eoolseap Svo. 3^. 6d, 

A series of Soliloquies in whieh famous men of antiquity— Julius Gaesar, Nero. 
Aldbiades, ete, attempt to expre8S themselves in the modes of thought and 
language^ of to-day . 
The effect Is sometimes splendid, sometlmes bizarre, but always amuiinsly clever. 
—PallMaltGasetie, 
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Vietor Saga THE LETTERS 0F VICTOR HUGO. 

Translated from the French by F. Glarks, M. A. In Two Yolunus. 

Demy 8fv. lo;. d/. eaeh, Vol. L 1815-35. 

This is the first Yolume of one of tbe most interesting and important eolleetion of 
letters ever pnblished in France. The eorrespondenee dates firom Yietor Hugo's 
boyhood to his death, and none of the letters have been puldished beTore. The 
arrangement is chiefly ehronologieal, but where there is an interesting set of 
letters to one person these are arranged together. The first voIume eontains, 
among others, (x) Letters to his father ; (3) to his young wife ; (2) to his confessor, 
Lamennais; a very impmtant set of aboat fifty letters to Sainte-Beanve ; (5) 
letters about his early books and plays. 

* A eharming and vivid pieture of a man whose egotism never marred his natural 

Idndness, and whose vanity did not impair his greatness.' — StandartL 

0. H. Pearson. ESSAYS AND CRITICAL REYIEWS. By 

C. H. PEARSONy M.A.y Author of ' National life and ehsuraeter.' 
Edited, with a Bi(^;raphical Sketoh, by H. A. Strong, M.A., 
LL.D. With a Portrait. Demy Sv0, los. 6d, 

* Remarkable for careful handling, breadth of view, and knowledge.* — SeotsmoH, 

* eharming tssays,'—S/e€fator. 

W. M. DixoiL A PRIMER OF TENNYSON. By W. M. 
DiX0N, M.A.y Professor of English Literature at Mason College. 
Crown Sivo, 2s. 6d, 

* Mueh sound and well>expressed aritidsm and aeute literaiy judgment8. The biblia 

graphy is a \iocm.*—Speaker, 

W. A. Oraigie. A PRIMER OF BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 
Crown 8vo. 2x. 6^. 

Thisbookis plannedonamethodsimilarto the'Primerof Tennyson.' It hasalso 

a glossary. 
' A valuable addition to the literature of the poet.' — Ttmee, 
' An exceUent short aeeount ' — Pall Mall Gautie, 
' An admirable introduetion.' — Globe, 

Steme. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS OF TRISTRAM 

SHANDY. By Lawrenge Sterne. With an Introduetion by 

Charles Whibley, and a Portrait. 2 vols, ^s. 

' Very dainty voIumes are these ; the paper, type, and llght-green binding are all 
very agreeable to "' ^*- ..» j.^-- •_ .i-_ _i ^i. i^\..^ i»- j 

to uutm.*'~-Gl(^, 



very agreeable to the eye. Sintpiex munditiis is the phrase that might be applied 
th« 



Oongreye. THE eOMEDIES OF WILLIAM CONGREVE. 

With an Introduetion by G. S. Street, and a Portrait. 2 vols. ^s, 

'The volumes are strongly bonnd in green buekram, are of a convenient slee, and 
pleasant to look upon, so that whether on the shelf, or on the taUei or in the hand 
the possessor is thoroughly eontent with them.'— ^Mn/M». 

Morier. THE ADYENTURES 0F HAJJI BABA OF 
ISPAHAN. By James Morier. With an Introduetion by E. G. 
Brownb, M. A., and a Portrait 2 vols. Js, 

Walton. THE LIVES 0F DONNE, WOTTON, HOOKER, 
HERBERT, and SANDERSON. By Izaak Walton. With 

im Introduetion by V£RN0N Blagkbukn, and a Portrait*; 3^. 6d/ 
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Jolmson. THE LIVES 0F THE ENGLISH POETS. By 
SamuelJohnson, LL.D. With an Introduetion by J. H. Millar, 
and a Portrait. 3 vois. los, 6d, 

Bums. THE POEMS 0F ROBERT BURNS. Edited by 
Andrew Lang and W. A. Graigie. With Portrait. Demy Svo, 

^lt top, 6s, 

This edition eontains a carefully eollated Text, numerous Notes, eritieal and textual, 

a eritieal and biographieal Introduetion, and a Glossary. 
'Among the editions m one voIume, Mr. Andrew Lang's will take the plaee of 

authority.' — Times, 

F. Langbridge. BALLADS 0F THE BRAVE : Poems of 

Chivalry, Enterprise, Gourage, and Gonstaney. Edited, with Notes, 

by Rev. F. Langbridgb. Crown Svo, Buekram, y, 6d, Sekool 

Edition, 2s, 6d, 

'A yery happy eoneeption happily earried out. These ** Ballads of the Brave" are 
intended to suit the real tastes of boys, and will suit the taste of the great majority.' 
^Speetator, ' The book is fuU of splendid things.' — World. 



lUustrated Books 

Jane Barlow. THE BATTLE 0F THE FROGS AND MICE, 

translated by Jane Barlow, Author of * Irish Idylls,* and pietured 
by F. D. Bedpord. Small /^to, 6s, net, 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK 0F FAIRY TALES retold by S. 

Baring Gould. With numerous illustrations and initial letters by 

Arthur J. Gaskin. Seeotid Edition, Crown Svo, Btukram, 6s, 

*Mr. Baring Gould is descrving of gratitude, in re-writing in honest, simple style the 
old stories that delighted the ehildhood of '' our fathers and grandfathers." As to 
the fonn of the book, and the printing, whieh is by Me^rs, Gonstable, it were 
difficult to eommend ovennuch. —^aturday Review, 

S.* Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH EAIRY TALES. CoI- 

leeted and edited by S. Baring. Gould. With Numerous Iliustra- 

tionsbyE. D. Bedpord. Seeond Edition, CrownSvo, Btukram, 6s, 

* A eharming volume, whieh ehildren will be sure to appreeiate. The storles have 
been seleeted with great ingenuity from various old ballads and foIk-taIes, and, 
having been somewhat altered^ and readiusted, now stand forth, elothed in Mr. 
Baring Gould's delightful English, to enehant youthiul readers.'--^jiM(r((/7Vc». 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK 0F NURSERY SONGS AND 

RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring Gould, and lUustrated by the 

Birmingham Art Sehool. Buekram^ gilt top, Crown Svo, 6s. 

' The volume is very eomplete in its way, as it eontains nursery songs to the number 
ol^^??» game-rhymes, and jingles. To the student we eommend the sensible intro- 
duetion, and the explanatory notes. The volume is superbly printed on soft, 
thiek paper, whieh it is a pleasure to toueh ; and the borders and pietures are 
among the very best speeimens wc have seen of ihe Gaskin sehooL—Birmin^- 
ham Gatetie, 
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H.aBeedllng. A BOOK 0F GHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited 
by H. C. Bbbching, M.A., and Illustrated by Walter Granb. 
Crown 2fV0f gilt top, 5^. 

A eoUeetion of the best verse inspired by the birth of Ghrist from the Middle Ages 
to the present day. A distinetion of the book is the large number of poems it 
eontains by modem authors, a few of whieh are here print^ for the iirst time. 
;,' An antholog^ whieh, from its unity of aim and high poetie excellence, has a better 
right to exist than most of its fellows.' — Guardian, 



History 



Gibbon. THE DEGLINE AND FALL 0F THE ROMAN 
EMPIRE. By Edward Gibbon. A New Edition, Edited with 
Notes, Appendiees, and Maps, by J. B. Bury, M.A., Fellow of 
Trinity Goll^e, Dublin. In Seven Volumes, Demy Svo, Gilt top. 
&f. 6dr. eaeh* Also erown Svo, 6s. eaeh, Vols, /., //., and IIL 

' The time has eertainly arrived for a new edition of Gibbon's great work. . . . Pro- 
fessor Bury is the right man to undertake this task. Hb leaming is amazing, 
both in extent and aeeuraeY* The book is issued in a handy form, and at a. 
moderate priee, and it is admirably printed.' — Times. 

* The edition is edited as a dassie should be edited, removing nothing, yet indieating 

the value of the text, and bringin^ it up to date. It promises to be of the utmost 
value, and will be a weleome addition to many libraries.' — Seotsman, 

* This edition, so far as one ma^ judge from the first instalment, is a marvel of 

erudition and eritieal sldll, and it is the very minimum of praise to prediet that the 
seven voIumes of it will supersede Dean Milman's as the standara edition of our 
great historieal elassie'— ^^/aur^dm/ Hirald. 

* The beau-ideal Gibbon has arrived at last.' — Sketeh. 

' At iast there is an adequate modem edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition the 
nineteenth eentury eould produee.' — Manehester Guardian. 

HindersPetrie. A HISTORY 0F EGYPT,fromthe Earliest 

TiMES to the Present Day. Edited by W. M. Plinders 
Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University 
Gollege. Fully lllustrated, In Six Volumes, Crown Svo, 6s. eaeh, 

Vol. I. Prehistorig Times to XVI. Dynasty, W. M. F. 
Petrie. Third Edition, 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth Dynasties. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Seeond Edition. 

* A history wrltten in the spirit of scientific preeision so worthily represented by Dr. 

Petrie and his sehool eannot but promote sound and aeeurate study, and 
supply a vacant plaee in the English literature of Egyptology.' — Tinus. 

Hinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. Edited by W. M. 
Flinders Petrie. Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In Two 
Volumes, Crown Svo. y. 6d. eaeh, 

' A yaluable addition to the literature of comparative foIk*Iore . The drawings are 

really iilustrations in the literal sense of the word.' — Globe. 
' It has a scientific value to the student of history and arehaeoIogy.'-^.S'^^/^ma». 
' Invaluable as a pieture of life in Palestine and Egypt.' — Daily News, 
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PUnders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. By 

W. M. Plinders Petrie, D.G.L. With 120 IUustrations. Crown 

Zvo, 3^. 6d, 

' Professor Fl!nders Petrie ts not only a profound Egyptdogist, but an aeeomplished 
student of compaxative arehaeology.^ In these leetures, deliYered at the Royal 
Institution, he displa^rs both (]ualifications with rare skill in elueidating the 
development of decorative art m Egypt, and in traeing its inAuenee on the 
art of other eountries.' — Times* 

S. Baring Oould. THE TRAGEDY 0F THE GiESARS. 
The Emperors of the Julian and Oaudian Lines. With numerous 
IUustrations from Busts, Gems, Gameos, ete. By S. Baring Gould, 
Author of ' Mehalah,' ete. F(mrth Edition, Royalivo. i^s. 

* A most splendid and fascinating boole on a subject of undying interest. The great 

feature of the book is the use the author has made of the existing portraits of the 
Gaesars, and the admirable eritieal subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with this 
line of researeh. It is brilliantly written, and the illustrations are supplied on a 
seale of profuse magnificence. ' — Daily Chronicle, 
' The volumes will in no sense disappoint the general reader. Indeed,^ in their way, 
there is nothing in any sense so good in English. . . . Mr. Baring Gouldhas 
presented his narrative m sueh awayas not to make one dull page/ — Athenaum. 

H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI- 

GAL OUTLINES. By H. de B. Gibbins, M.A, D.Litt. With 

5 Maps. Seeond Editioti, Demy Svo, los, 6d. 

This book is written with the view of affording a elear view of the main facts of 
English Soeial and Industrial History plaeed in due perspective. Beginning 
witn prehistorie times, it passes in review the erowth and advance of industry 
up to the nineteenth eentury, showing its gradual deveIopment and progress. 
Xhe book is illustrated by Maps, Diagrams, and Tables. 

A. 01axk. THE GOLLEGES 0F OXFORD : Their History 
and their Traditions. By Members of the University. Edited by A. 
Glark, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lineoln Gollege. Svo, I2s, 6d. 

' A wt>rk whieh will eertainly be appealed to for many years as the standard book on 
the Golleges of Oxford.' — Athenaum. 

Perrens. THE HISTORY 0F ELORENGE FROM 1434 

TO 1492. By F. T. Perrens. Translated by Hannah Lynch. 

Zvo. I2s. 6d. 

A histor^ of FIorence under the domination of Gosimo, Piero, and Lorenzo de 
Medieis. 

* This is a standard book by an honest and intelligent historian, who has deserved 

well of all who are interested in Italian history.' — Manehester Guardian, 

J. Wella. A SHORT HISTORY 0F ROME. By J. Wells, 
M.A., Pellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., Oxford. With 4 Maps. 
\ Crown Svo. 3/. 6d. 

This book is intended for the Middle and Ui>per Porms of Publie Sehools and for 
Pass Students at the Universities. It eontains eopious Tables, ete 

* An original work written on an original plan, and Mrith uneommon freshness and 

vigour. ' — S/eaher. 
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& Ii. & HonlNiri9L THE GAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. 

By E. L. S. HORSBUEGH, B.A. fViiA Plans, Crown %oo. p. 



* A brilluint essay — nmple, toond, and thoroogh.' — I>aify Ckronkie. 

* A study, the most eoneise, the most lodd, the most eritaod that has beea prodooed. 

H.B. GMtge. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. ByH.B. 

Geo&gb» M.A, Pellow of New GoUege, Oxford. With numerous 

Plans» Third Ediiion* Crown 8fv. 6/. 

' Mr. George has ondertaken a very tisefal task— that of making military affairs in- 
telli^ble and instructtve to non-military readers — and has execnted it with laod- 
able tntelligenee and indnstry, and with a large measure oesiieoess.' — Times, 

0. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY 0F MEDIiEYAL ITALY, 
" A.D. 1250- 1530. By OsGAR Browning, Fellow and Tutor of King's 
GoUege, Gambridge. Suond Edition, In T'wo Volum4s. Crown 
Sivo, $j. eaeh, 

VoL. I. 1250-1409. — Guelphs and GhibelUnes. 
VoL. n. 1409-1530.— The AgeoftheCondottierL 

' A vivid pieture of mediBvaI Italy.'— ^teMAsn/. 

' Mr. Browning is to be eongratulated on the prodoetioa of a work of immwwe 
labonr and ltBxning.*'^1VfstmintterGage/U, 

eOrady. THE STORY 0F IRELAND. By Standish 

O'Grady, Author of < Finn and his Gompanions.' Cr, 8tv. 2J. 6d, 

i^Most delightful, most sttmulatin^. Its raey humour, its original imaginings, 
make it one of the freshest, breeaest yo\umt%.*—Meth0dui Times, 



Biography 



8. Baring Ootad. THE LIFE 0F NAPOLEON BONA- 

PARTE. By S. Baring Gould. Wilh over 450 lUustrations in 

theTextandi2 Fhotogravure Plates. Largeguario, Gilttop* 365. 

' The best biograph^ of Napoleon in our tongue, nor have the French as good a 
Dtographer of their hero. A book very nearly as good as Southey's "Iifeof 
Nelson." ' — Manehester Guardian, 

'The main feature of this gorgeous voIume ts its great wealthof beautifnl photo- 
gravures and finely-executed wood engravings, eonstituting a eomplete pietorial 
ehroniele of Napoleon I.'s personal history irom the days of his earlv ehildhood 
at Ajaccio to the date of his seeond interment under the dome of the Invalide8 in 
Paris,'— Z)a/ifK Telegraph. 

* The raost elaborate aeeount of Napoleon ever produeed by an English writer.' — 

Daily Chronicle, 
<A brilliant and attractive volume. Never before have so many pietures relating 
to Napoleon been brought within the limits of an English book.' — Glohe, 

' Partieular notiee is due to the vast eolleetion of eontemporary illustrations.' — 
GtMrdian. 

* Nearly all the illustrations are real eontributions to \vi&\jaty,*'-'Wesiminsier Gautte, 
'The illustrations are of supreme interest.'^i'/aM^an/. 



J 
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Morris Puller. THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 0F JOHN 
DAYENANT, D.D. (1571-1641), President of Queen's GoUege, 
Lady Margaret Professor of Divinity, Bishop of Salisbury. By 
MORRIS FULLER, B.D. Crown 8m 7^. dd, 

* A valuable eontribution to eeelesiastieal history.' — Birtning^tani Gazette. 

J. M. Eigg. ST. ANSELM OF GANTERBURY : A Ghapter 
IN THE HiSTORY OF Religion. By J. M. RiGG. Demy ^vo. ys. 6(i. 

'Mr. Rigg has told the story of the great Primate's Iife with seholarly ability, and 
has thereby eontributed an interesting ehapter to the history of the Norman periodi' 
— Daily Ckronicle. 

T. W. Joyce. THE LIFE 0F SIR FREDERICK GORE 
OUSELEY. By F. W. Joyce, M. A With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. ys, 6d, 

' This book has been undertaken in quite the right spirit, and written with s^rmpathy 
insight, and eonsiderable literary skill.' — Times, 

W. a. Oollillgwood. THE LIFE 0F JOHN RUSKIN. By 
W. G. GOLLINGWOOD, M.A., Editor of Mr. Ruskin's Poems. With 
numerous Portraits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. Ruskin. Seeond 
Edition. 2 vols. Svo. 32^. 

' No more magnificent voIumes have been published for a long tlmt,'—TifHes. 
' It is long sinee we had a biography with sueh delights of substanee and of form. 
Sueh a book is a pleasure for the day, and a joy for ever.' — Daily ehroniele. 

0. WaldBteiiL JOHN RUSKIN : a Study. By Gharles 
Waldstein, M.A., Eellow of King's Gollege, Gambridge. With a 
Photogravur Portrait aiter Professor Hbrkombr. Post Svo, 5x. 

' A thoughtful, impartial, well-written eritieism of Ruskin's teaehine, intended to 
separate what the author regards as valuable and permanent from what b transient 
and erroneous in the great master's writing.' — Daily ChroHicle. 

W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. By 
W. H. HuTTON, M.A., Author of * William Laud.' mth PortrtUts. 
Crown Svo. ^s. 

* The book lays good elaim to high rank among our biographies. It is excellently, 

even lovingly, written.' — Seotsman. ' An excellent monograph.' — Times. 

Olark RuBSelL THE LIFE 0F ADMIRAL LORD COL- 
LINGWOOD. By W. Glark Russell, Author of «The Wreek 
of the Grosyenor.* With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. Tkird 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

' A book whieh we should like to see in the hands of every boy in the eountry.' — 
St, /ames's Gaaette. ' A really good book.'— iS'A/Mn/oy Review. 

A3 
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E. L. S. HoralnirglL THE GAMPAIGN 0F WATERLOO. 
By E. L. S. HoRSBURGH, B.A. Witk Plans, Crown 8w. 5j. 

* A brilliant essay— simple, soand, and thorough.'— -D«/i?»' ehronieU, 

' A studyi the most eoneisei the most laeid, the most eritieal that has been prodaeed. 
'^'Birmingham Mtreuty, 

H.B.aMtge. BATTLES 0F ENGLISH HISTORY. ByH.B. 

Georgb, M.A., Fellow of New Gollege, Oxford. With numerous 

Plans, Third Edition* Crown Zzfo, 6s, 

' Mr. George has undertaken a very useful task — that of making military afiieurs in- 
tellig^ible and instructive to non-military readers — and has executed it Mrith laud- 
able wtelli^enee and industry, and with a large measiure of sueeess.' — Times, 

0. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY 0F MEDI^EYAL ITALY, 
"^ A.D. 1250- 1530. By OsGAR Browning, Fellow and Tutor of Kmg*s 
Gollege, Gambridge. Seeond Edition, In Thvo Vdlumes, Crown 
Sw, 5^. eaeh, 

YOL. I. 1250-1409. — Guelphs and Ghibellines. 
VoL. II. 1409-1530.— The Age of the Gondottieri. 

' A vivid lueture of mediaeval Italy.' — Siandard. 

* Mr. Browning is to be eongpratulated on the produetion of a work of immense 

labour and leaming.' — 1VestmiHster Gasette, 

eOrady. THE STORY 0F IRELAND. By Standish 

O'Grady, Author of * Finn and his Gompanions.' Cr, %vo, 2s, 6d, 

('Most delightful, most stimulatin^. Its raey humour, its original imaginings, 
make it one of the freshest, breeziest voIames.' — Methodist Times, 



Biography 



8. Baring OotaeL THE LIFE 0F NAPOLEON BONA- 
PARTE. By S. Baring Gould. With oyer 450 IUustrations in 
the Text and 12 Fhotogravure Plates. Lar^e quarto, Gilt top, 365. 

' TKe best biographY of Napoleon in our tongue, nor have the French as eood a 
oiographer of their hero. A book very nearly as good as Southey's "Life of 
Neuon." * — Manehester Guardian, 

*The main feature of this gorgeous volume is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely-executed wood engravings, eonstituting a eomplete p»ictorial 
ehroniele of Napoleon I.'s personal history from the days of his earhr ehildhood 
at Ajaccio to the date of his seeond interment under the dome of the Invalides in 
Vxn&:-~Daify Telegraph, 

* The most elaborate aeeount of Napoleon ever produeed by an English writer.' — 

Daily Chronicle, 
<A brilliant and attractive voIume. Never before have so many pietures relating 
to Napoleon been brought within the limits of an English book.'~G/tf^. 

'PartieuIar notiee is due to the vast eoUeetion of eontemporary illustrations.' — 
Guardian. 

* Nearly all the illtistrations are real eontributions to history.*— Wesiminster Gautte, 
'The illustrations are of supreme interest.' — Standard, 
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MorrlB ruller. THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 0F JOHN 
DAYENANT, D.D. (1571.164:), President of Quecn's Gollege, 
Lady Margaret Professor of DiYinity, Bishop of Salisbury. By 
MoitRIS rULLER, B.D. Crffain %vo. ys. 6d. 
*ATaluablecgl1LiibutioiilDccc]c^a!>tical hisLory.' — BiriniH£;ham Gautle. 

J. M. Eigg. ST. ANSELM OF GANTERBURY : A Ghapter 
IN THE HisTORY OF Religion. ByJ. M. Rigg. Demy^. 1s.(>d. 
' Mr. Rigg haa lold tbe itory aC the great Ptinute's lifc with beholarly slHlity,,and 
—ha!/^ ehrimiili. 

P. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF SIR FREDERICK GORE 

OUSELEY. By ¥. W. JOVCB, M.A. Wilh PorUaits and IUnsUa- 
tions. Crevin Saio. ^s. 6d. 
' Thb book hu b«n iin<lenaken in qu;ie tbe rigbt iiniit, wul wiit(«n «ilh sympalliy 
uL^gbt, Knd eOD^erable literary skill.' — Timts, 

W. O. GoUiBgwood. THE LIPE 0F JOHN RUSKIN. By 
W. G, GoLLiNGWOOD, M.A., Edilor of Mr. Ruskin's Poems. With 
numerous Portraits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. Ruskin. Steond 
EdiHon. 2 viils. %vo. 321. 

' No moie iiiagnificent yolumes hiye been published for ■ ]on| time.'— TYwer. 

' It 15 loDg Binee we bad a biognphy with sueh dolighta of &Ljb5taDCe aiid or fonii. 
Sueh a book i? s pleasure for ibe day, and ■ joy for tver.' — Daily CkrmicU. 

0. WaldateiiL JOHN RUSKIN : a Study. By Gharles 
Waldstein, M.A., rellow of King's Gollege, eambridge, With a 
Photogiamr Portrait oilei Proressor HbrkOuer. Post Sin. 51. 
'A thoiighIful. iopattial. well-vtitten eiitieisTo or Ruikui's leaebine, ioteuded lo 

W. H-Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. By 
W. H. HoTTON, M.A., Author of 'WilliamLauii.' Witk PertraHs, 
Crowtt ivs. sj. 

Oluk EtlBBeU. THE LIFE 0F ADMIRAL LORD COL- 
LINGWOOD. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 'The Wreek 
of the Grosvenor.' With Illustrations by ¥. Brangwyn, 7%inl 

Edition. Cream iva. 6s. 

Sl. yiimni GMMtlH. • A leally good book.'^a^n^ Kaiiiw. 
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Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Cavendish). By Robert Southey. Edited, with an 

Introduetion, by David Hannay. Seeond Edition, Grawn Zvo, 6s. 

' Admirable and well-told stories of our naval history.'— i4rmr^ and Navy Gasette. 
* A brave, inspiriting book.' — Blaek andWhite. 



Travel, Adventure and Topography 

B. S. S. Baden-PowelL THE DOWNEALL 0F PREMPEH. 
A Diary of Life with the Native Levy in Ashanti, 1895. By Golonel 
Baden-Powell. With 21 Illustrations and a Map. Demy Svo, 
los. 6d. 
' A eompaet, faithful, most readable reeord of the eampaign.' — Daily News. 

* A bluff and vigorous narrative.* — Gtasg-ow Herald. 

R. S. S. Baden-Powea THE MATEBELE GAMPAIGN 1896. 
By Colonel R. S. S. Baden-Powell. With nearly 100 Illustrations. 
Seeotid Edition. Demy%vo. 15^. 

' Written in an unaffectedly light and humorous style.' — The World. 

* A very raey and eminently readable book.* — St./ames's Gazette. 

* As a straightforward aeeount of a great deal of plueky work unpretentiously done, 

this book is well worth reading. The simplieity of the narrative is all in its 
favour, and aeeords in a peeuliarly English fashion with the nature of the subject.' 
Times, 

Oaptain Hinde. THE FALL 0F THE CONGO ARABS. 

By SiDNEY L. Hinde. With Portraits and Plans. Demy Zvo, 
I2s, 6d, 

* The book is full of good things, and of sustained interest.' — St. /ap/tes's Gasette. 

A grai^ie sketeh of one of the most exciting and important episodes in the struggle 
for supremaey in Gentral Africa between the Arabs and tneir^ Europeon riv^s. 
Apart from the story of the eampaign, Gaptain Hinde's book is mainly remark- 
able for the fulness with whieh he diseusses the question of eannibalism. It is, 
indeed, the only eonneeted narrative — in English, at any rate — whieh has been 
published of this partieular episode in Arriean nistory.' — Titnes. 

* Gaptain Hinde|s book is one of the most interesting and valuable eontributions yet 

made to the literature of modem Airiea.' — Daily News. 

W. Orooke. THE NORTH-WEST PROYINGES 0F INDIA : 
Their Ethnology and Administration. By W. Crookk. 
With Maps and IUustrations. Demy Svo. los. 6d, 

* A carefully and well-written aeeount of one of the most important provinces of the 

Empire. In seven ehapters Mr. Croolte deals successively with the land in its 
physieal aspeet, the province under Hindoo and Mussulman rule, the province 
under British rule, the ethnology and soeiology of the province, the religious and 
soeial Iife of the people, the land and its settlement, and the native peasant in his 
relation to the land. The illustrations are good and well seleeted, and the map is 
excellent. ' — Ma neliester Gua rdian. 
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W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA : Its History and its Puture. 
By W. Basil Worspold, M.A. H^i/A a Map, Seeond Edition, 
Crown Zvo» 6s, 

' An intensely interesting beok.' — Daily ChronicU. 

* A monumental work eompressed into a very moderate eompass.' — WorUL 



General Literature 



S. Baring Ck)nld. OLD GOUNTRY LIFE. By S. Baring 

GouLD, Author of * Mehalah,' ete. With Sixty-seven Illustrations 
by W. Parkinson, F. D. Bedpord, and F. Masey. Large 
Crown Svo, los, 6d, Fifth and Cheaper Edition, 6s, 

* " Old Gountry Life," as healthy wholesome reading, full of breeiy life and move* 
ment, full of quaint stories yigorously told, will not be exceUed by any book to be 
publisbed throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to theeore.' — JVorld, 

S. Baring Gtonld. HISTORIG ODDITIES AND STRANGE 

EYENTS. ByS. BaringGould. Third Edition, Crown%vo, 6x. 

' A eolleetion of exciting and entertaining ehapters. The whole yolume is delightful 
read ing. ' — Times. 

S. Baring Gtonld. FREAKSOFFANATICISM. ByS.BARiNG 

GOULD. Third Edition, Crown %vo. 6s, 

' Mr. Baring Gould has a keen eye for eolour and etTeet, and the subjects he has 
ehosen give ample seope to his descriptive and tmalytie faculties. A perfectly 
fascinatmg book.'— .S'<:^//trA Leader. 

S. Baring Gonld. A GARLAND 0F GOUNTRY SONG : 

English Folk Songs with their Traditional Melodies. GoUeeted and 
arranged by S. Baring Gould and H. Eleetwood Sheppard. 
Demy 4/^7. 6s, 

S. Baring Gonld. SONGS 0F THE WEST: Traditional 

Ballads and Songs of the West of England, with their Traditional 
Melodies. Golleeted by S. Baring Gould, M.A., and H. Fleet- 
WOOD Sheppard, M. A. Arranged for Voice and Piano. In^ Parts 
(eontaining 25 Songs eaeh), Paris /., //., ///., 3j. eaeh, Part 
JV.i ^s, In one Vol,y Preneh moroeeo, i$s, 

' A rieh eolleetion of humour, pathos, graee, and poetie fancy.' — Saturday Rnitw. 
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Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Cavendish). By Robert Southey. Edited, with an 

Introduetion, by David Hannay. Stemd Edition, CrownSvo, 6s, 

' Admirable and well-told stories of our naval history.'— i4rmr^ andNavy Gautte. 
* A brave, inspiriting boole' — Blaek and White. 



Travel, Adventure and Topography 

B. S. S. Baden-Powell. THE DOWNFALL 0F PREMPEH. 
A Diary of Life with the Native Levy in Ashanti, 1895. By Golonel 
Baden-Powell. With 21 Illustrations and a Map. Demy Sv0, 
los, 6d, 

' A eompaet, faithful, most readable reeord of the eampaign.' — Daily News. 

* A bluff and yigorous narrative.' — Glasgow Herald. 

B. S. S. Baden-Powea THE MATEBELE GAMPAIGN 1896. 
By Golonel R. S. S. Baden-Powell. With nearly 100 Illustrations. 
Seeond Edition, Demy%vo. i^s, 

*Written in an unaffectedly light and humorous style.' — The World. 

* A very raey and eminently readable book.' — St,/ames's Gazette. 

* As a straightforward aeeoimt of a great deal of plueky work unpretentiously done, 

this book is well worth reading. The simplieity of the narrative is all in its 
favour, and aeeords in a peeuliarly English fashion with the nature of the subject.' 
Times, 

Oaptain Hinde. THE FALL 0F THE GONGO ARABS. 
By SiDNEY L. HlNDE. With Portraits and Plans. Demy Svo, 
12S, 6d, 

'The book is full of good things, and of sustained interest.' — St. /ames's Gasette. 

A grai^ie sketeh of one of the most exciting and important episodes in the struggle 
for supremaey in Gentral Africa between the Arabs and tneir^ Europeon rivals. 
Apart from the story of the eampaign, Gaptain Hinde's book is mainly remark- 
able for the fulness with whieh he diseusses the question of eannibalism. It is, 
indeed, the only eonneeted narrative — in English, at any rate — whieh has been 
published of this partieular episode in Arriean nistory.' — Times. 

' Gaptain Hinde's book is one of the most interesting and valuable eontributions yet 
made to the literature of modem Airiea.' — Daily News. 

W. Orooke. THE NORTH-WEST PROYINGES 0F INDIA : 
Their Ethnology and Administration. By W. Grooke. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Demy %vo, lOs. 6d, 

* A carefully and well-written aeeount of one of the most important provinces of the 

Empire. In seven ehapters Mr. Grooke deals successively with the land in its 
physieal aspeet, the province under Hindoo and Mussulman rule, the province 
under British rule, the ethnology and soeiology of the province, the religious and 
soeial Iife of the people, the land and its settlement, and the native peasant in his 
relation to the land. The inustmtions are good and well seleeted, and the map is 
excellent.' — Manehester Guardian. 
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W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA : Its History and its Puture. 
By W. Basil Worspold, M.A. ff7M a Map, Seeond Edition. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 

• An intensely interesting beok.' — Daify CkronicU, 

* A oumumental work eompressed into a vay moderate eempass.' — WorUL 



General Literature 

S. Baring Ck)nld. OLD GOUNTRY LIFE. By S. Baring 

GouLD, Author of * Mehalah,' ete With Sixty-seven Illustrations 
by W. Parkinson, F. D. Bedpord, and F. Masey. Large 
Crown Svo. los. 6d, Fifth and Cheaper Edition, 6s, 

' " Old eoontry Life," as healthy wholesome reading, full of breezy life and move« 
ment, full of qaaint stories vigorously told, will not be excelled by any book to be 
published throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to the eore.' — World. 

S. Baring Gtotdd. HISTORIG ODDITIES AND STRANGE 

EYENTS. ByS. BaringGould. Third Edition. Crown%vo, 6s. 

* A eolleetion of exciting and entertaining ehapters. The whole voIume is delightful 
reading.' — Times. 

S. Baringetonld. FREAKSOFFANATICISM. ByS.BARiNO 
GOULD. Third Edition. Crown %vo. 6j. 

' Mr. Baring Gould has a keen e^e for eolour and eiTeet, and the subjects he has 
ehosen give ample seope to his descriptive and analytie faculties. A perfectly 
fascinating book.'--.S'c<7//uA Leader. 

S. Baring Gonld. A GARLAND 0F GOUNTRY SONG : 

English Folk Songs with their Traditional Melodies. Golleeted and 
arranged by S. Baring Gould and H. Elebtwood Sheppard. 
Demy 4/^. 65. 

S. Baring Gonld. SONGS 0F THE WEST: Traditional 

Ballads and Songs of the West of England, with their Traditional 
Melodies. Collected by S. Baring Gould, M.A., and H. Fleet- 
wooD Sheppard, M. A. Arranged for Voice and Piano, In 4 Partt 
(eontaining 25 Songs eaeh), Paris /., //., ///., 3^. eaeh, Part 
IV.i 5^. In one Vol,^ Preneh ntoroeeoy 15/. 

' A rieh eolleetion of humour, pathos, graee, and poetie {%nty, ''^aturday Rivitw. 
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8. Baring Gtould. YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND STRANGE 

EYENTS. Fourth Edition. CrownZvo, 6x, 

8. Baring Gotad. STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. With Illustratious. By S. Baring Gould. Crown 
Sv0. Seeond Editton, 6s, 

* We have read Mr. Baring Gould's book froin beeinning to end. It is full of quatnt 

and various information, and there is not a dull page in it ' — NoUs and Queries, 

S. Baring Gonld. THE DESERTS 0F SOUTHERN 
FRANCE. By S. Baring.Gould, With numerous Illustrations 
by F. D. Bedpord, S. Hutton, ete. 2 vols, Demy %vo, 32^. 

' His two riehly-illustrated volumes are full of matter of interest to the geologist, 
the arehsBoIogist, and the student of history and manners/ — Seotsman, 

a W. Steevens. NAVAL POLIGY: With a Desgrip- 
TiON oF English and Foreign Nayies. By G. W. Steeyens. 
Demy Zvo, dr. 

This book b a deseription of the British and other more important navies of the world, 
with a sketeh of the lines on whieh our naval poliey might possibly be deveIoped. 
It deseribes our reeent naval polie^r, and shows what our naval force really is. A 
detailed but non-teehnieal aeeount is given of the instrumentsof modem warfare-^ 
guns, armour, engines, and the like — with a view to determine how far we are 
abreast of modem invention and modern requirements. An ideal poliey is then 
sketehed for the building and manning of our fleet;^ and the last ehapter is 
devoted to doeks, eoaling-stations, and espeeially eolonial defence. 

' An extremely able and interesting work.' — Daily Chronicle, 

W. E. Gladgtone. THE SPEEGHES AND PUBLIG AD- 

DRESSES OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P. 

Edited by A. W. Hutton, M.A., and H. J. Cohen, M.A. With 
Portraits. %vo, Vols, JX, and X, I2j. 6d, taeh, 

J. WellB. OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE. By Members of 
the University. Edited by J. Wells, M.A., Pellow and Tutor of 
Wadham Gollege. Crown Svo, y. 6d, 

* We eongratulate Mr. Wells on the produetion of a readable and intelligent aeoount 

of Oxford asit is a" ' "'" - - ?•-- i y-- --- j _^_ 

dose acquaintance 



of Oxford as it is at the present time, written by persons who are possessed of a 

with the system and life of the "Unwttsity.'—AthetueuiH, 



L. Whibley. GREEK OLIGARGHIES : THEIR ORGANISA- 

TION AND GHARAGTER. By L. Whibley, M.A., Fellow 

of Pembroke GoUege, Gambridge. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* An exceedingly useful handbook : a careful and well-arranged study of an obseure 

8ubject.' — Ttmes. 
' ^r. Whibley b never tedious or pedantie' — Pall Mall Gautte, 
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B. L. Ottley. THE DOGTRINE 0F THE INGARNATION. 
By R. L. On'LEY, M.A., late felIow of Magdalen College, Oxon., 
Prineipal of Pusey House. Jn Two Volumes, Demy%vo, 15^. 

' Learned and reverent : lueid and well arranged.' — Reeord, 

* Aeeurate, well ordered, and judicious.* — National Obseruer. 

* A elear and remarkably full aeeount of the main eurrents of speeulation. Seholarly 

preeision . ... genuine toleranee . . . intense interest in his subject— are Mr. 
Ottley's mtnts.'-'~GuardiaH. 

P. B. Jevons. AN INTRODUGTION TO THE HISTORY 
OF RELIGION. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., LittD., Prineipal of 
Bishop Hatiield's Hall. Demy Svo. los. 6d. 

Mr. F. B. Jevons' ' Introduetion to the History of Religion ' treats of early religion, 

from the point of view of Anthropology and Folk-lore ; and b the first attempt 

that has been made in any language to weave together the results of reeent 

investi^ations into sueh topies as Symjpathetic Magie, Taboo, Totemism. 

Fetishism, ete, so as to present a systematie aeeount of the growth of primitive 

religion and the development of early religious institutions. 

' Dr. Jevons has written a notable work, and we ean strongly reeommend it to the 

senous attention of theologians, anthropologists, and elassieal seholars.' — Man- 

ehester Guardian. 

' The merit of this book lles in the penetration, the singular aeuteness and force of the 

author's judgment. He is at onee eritiealand luminous, at onee just and suggestive. 

It is but rarely that one meets with a book so comprehensive and so thorough as 

this, and it is more than an ordinary pleasure for the revie.wer to weleome and 

reeommend it. Dr. Jevons is somethmg more than an historian of primitlve 

belief— he is a philosophie thinker, who sees his subject elearly and sees it whole, 

whose mastery^ of detail is no less eomplete than his view of the broader aspeets 

and issues of his subject is convincing.' — Birmingham Posi. 

S. R. Driver. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS GONNEGTED 
WITH THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. R. Driyer, D.D., 
Ganon of Christ Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the Uni- 
versity of Oxford, Crown Svo. 6s, 

* A weleome eompanion to the author's famous * Introduetion.' No man ean read these 

diseourses without feeling that Dr. Drivcr is fully alive to the deeper teaehing of 
the Old Testament' — Guardian. 

T. K. eiieyne. FOUNDERS 0F OLD TESTAMENT CRITI- 

eiSM : Biographieal, Deseriptiye, and Oritieal Studies. By T. K. 

Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Professor of the Interpretation of Holy Serip- 

ture at Oxford. Large erown Svo. ^s, 6d. 

This book is a historieal sketeh of O. T. Criticism in the form of biographieal studies 
froui the days of Eiehhorn to those of Driver and Robertson Smith. 

* A very leamed and instructive work.' — Times. 

aH.Prior. GAMBRIDGE SERMONS. EditedbyC.H.PRiOR, 

M.A., Eellow and Tutor of Pembroke College. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A voIume of sermons preaehed before the University of Gambridge by various 
preaehers, ineluding the Arehbishop of Ganterbury and Bishop Westeott. 
A representative eoUeetion. Bishop Westeott's is a noble sermon.'—Guardian. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOYHOOD. Notes on the 
Religious Training of Boys. With a Preface by J. R. Illing- 
WORTH. By E. B. Layard, M.A. iSmo. is. 
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Philosophy 



L. T. Hobhouse. THE THEORY 0F KNOWLEDGE. By 
L. T. HoBHOUSE, rellow and Tutor of Gorpus Gollege, Oxford. 
Demy Svo, 2is, 

* The most important eontribution to Engllsh philosophy sinee the publieation of Mr. 

Bradley's *' Appearanee and Reality. Full of bnlliant eritieism and of positive 
theories whieh are models of lueid sta.temtnt.'—dasg-a-w Herald, 

* An elaborate and often brilliantly written voIume. The treatment is one of great 

freshness, and the illustrations are partieularly numerous and apt.' — Titnes. 

W. H. Pairbrother. THE PHILOSOPHY 0F T. H. GREEN. 
By W. H. Fairbrother, M.A., Leeturer at Lineoln GoUege, 
Oxford. Crown %vo, y. 6d. 

This Yolume is expository, not eritieal, and is intended for senior students at the 

Universities and others, as a statement of Green's teaehing, and an introduetion to 

the study of Idealist Philosophy. 
' In every way an admirable book.^ As an introduetion to the writings of perhaps the 

most remarkable speculative thinker whom England has produeed in the present 

eentury, nothing eould be better.' — Glasgow Herald. 

P. W. BusselL THE SGHOOL 0F PLATO : its Origin and 
its Reviyal under the Roman Empire. By F. W. Bussell, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose Gollege, Oxford. Demy Svo, los. 6d, 

* A highly valuable eontribution to the history of aneient thought.'^Giasg'aw Herald. 
' A clever and stimulating book, provocative of thought and deserving careful reading.' 

— Manehester Guardian, 

T. S. Granger. THE WORSHIP 0F THE ROMANS. By 

F. S. Granger, M.A., Litt.D., Professor of Philosophy at Univer- 
sity GoUege, Nottingham. Crown Svo. 6s, 

' A seholarly analysis of the religious ceremonies,beIiefs, and superstitionsof aneient 
Rome, eondueted in the new instructive light of comparative anthropology.' — 
Times, 



Theology 



VE. 0. S. Gibson. THE XXXIX. ARTIGLES 0F THE 

.' GHURGH 0F ENGLAND. Edited with an Introduetion by E. 

Y C. S. GiBSON, D.D., Vicar of Leeds, late Prineipal of Wells 

\ Theologieal Gollege. /n Two Yolumes. Demy %vo, \^s 

Y The tone maintained throughout is not that of the partial advocate. but the faithful 
exponent. ' — Seoisman. 

' There are ample proofs of eleamess of expression, sobriety of judgment, and breadth 
of view. . . . The book will be weleome to all students of the subject, and its sound, 
definite, and loyal theology ought to be of great service.' — National Ohserver. 

' So far from repelling the general reader, its orderly arrangement, lueid treatment, 
and felicity of dietion invite and eneourage his attention.' — Yorkshire Post. 
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B. L. Ottley. THE DOGTRINE OF THE INGARNATION. 
By R. L. Ottlbv, M.A., lale fellow al Magdalen Gollege, Oiion., 
Prindpal of Pusej' Hause. In Tiao Volumes, Dtmyima. \^s. 
* Leained And revenD[ : lueLd and welL airanged-'— J?ief*^ 



, we]L ordered) luid ju , — _.---,. 

OltLey's aitn\i.—Cuatdian. 
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F. B. JeTOHB. AN INTRODUGTION TO THE HISTORY 
0F RELIGION. By F. B. Jevohs, M.A., Lilt.D., Prineipal of 
Bishop HalReld's Hall. Deiny %vo. ioj. 6t?. 
Mr. F. B. Jevon5' ' Inlroduilion tolhe Hlslory of ReLlgion' treiH5 of e«ly reliBion, 
^om tLie point of new of Aotliropology nnd Folk.|ore ; imd b the Grat {lUeAipt 
that tiu been made in any Language to weave loeelhei Ihe rei^uLts 0!* reeent 
inyesli^ions Inlo Bueh topies as Sympaihelie Magie, Taboo, T-— '— 



K ETOWlh of pi 



Tel^ion and Ihe developnLenl of earLy reLieious in 



1 of iheoLogians, anlhropoLogLsti 
' TiiemerUor'lTls boolt' 



beLief— he la a phiLosophie th 



S. E. DriTer. SERMONS ON SUBIEGTS CONNECTED 
WITH TIIE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. R. Driyer. D.D., 
Canon of Ghrist Ghureh, Regius Professor of Hebrew in Ihe Uni- 
yersily of Oxfoid. Cnrom%vo. 6s. 

discDur!« without feeLLng Ihat Dt. DrLver b fuUy aLive 10 tho deeper teaehini! of 
the Oid Tesamcnt.—Guar4iia«. 

T. K. eheyiie. POUNDERS 0F OLD TESTAMENT GRITI- 

eiSM ; Biographieal, Deseriptive, and Gtitieal Studies. By T. K. 

Gkbynb, D. D., Otiel Ptolessor of the Interpretalion of Holy Setip. 

ture at Oxfoid. Lar^ erown &vo. 71. dd. 
Thisbaol(isahi5tDricaIskelchofO. T.Cmict5ni mlhe^oTinar hioEraphieal iludies 

froiii ihedays orEiehhorn 10 Ihose oF Driyer and Robertian Smith. 
' A yeiy Leamed and insttuclive wotlt.'— r/™!/. 

O.H.Prior. GAMBRIDGE SERMONS. EdiiedbyC.H, Prior, 
M.A., Eellow and Tutor of Pembroke GoUege. CrouiH 8w. 61. 
A voiume or setmons preaehed befDre Ihe Universily af Gambridge by yaiians 
preaehers.intluding theAichhi'ihopofCanletbuiyand Bisbi^ Wesieoit, 

E.B.Lay»rd. RELIGION IN BOYHOOD. Noles on the 
Religious Training of Boys. Wilh a Preface liy J. R. Illing- 
woRTH. By E. B.Layard, M.A. iSmo. is. 



24 Messrs. Methuen's List 

W. Yorke Paussett. THE DE CATECHIZANDIS 

RUDIBUS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, with Introduetion, 

Notes, ete, by W. Yorke Eaussett, M.A., late Seholar of Balliol 

ColL erown Svo, 3^. 6d. 

An edition of a Treatise on the Essentials of Christian Doetrine, and the best 

methods of impressing them on eandidates for baptism. 
'Ably and judiciously edited on the same prineiple as the ordinary Greek and 
Latin texts.' — Glasgow Htrald. 

9Detiotfonal Booii^^ 

With Full-page Illusirations, Fcap, 8w. Buekram. 3^. 6d. 

Padded moroeeo^ 5x. 

THE IMITATION OF GHRIST. By Thomas A Kempis. 

With an Introduetion by Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 

Gerb, and printed in blaek and red. Seeond Edition, 

'Amongstall the innumerable English editions of the "Imitation," thereean have 
been few whieh were prettier than this one, printed in strong and handsome type, 
with all the glory of red initials.' — Glasgow Herald, 

THE GHRISTIAN YEAR. By JOHN Keble. With an Intro- 
duetion and Notes by W. L0CK, D.D., Warden of Keble Gollege, 
Ireland, Professor at Oxford. Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 

' The present edition is annotated with all the eare and insight to be expected from 
Mr. Loek. The progress and eireumstanees of its eomposition are detailed in the 
Introduetion. Tnere is an interesting Ai>pendix on the mss. of the " Ghristian 
Year," and another giving the order in whieh the poems were written. A '* Short 
Analysis of the Thought is prefixed to eaeh, and any di£lculty in the text is ex- 
plained in a note.' — Guardian. 

' The most aeeeptable edition of thb ever-popular work. ' — Glohe. 
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Leaders of Religion 

Edited by H. C. BEEGHING, M. A. WUh Portraits, erown Svo. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders 
of religious life and thought of all ages and eountries. 

The following are ready — 
GARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. Hutton. 
JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Oyerton, M.A. 
BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. W. Daniel, M.A. 
GARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
GHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. Moule, M.A. 
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, D.D. 
THOMAS GHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
LANGELOT ANDREWES. By R. L. Ottley, M.A. 
AUGUSTINE 0F GANTERBURY. By E. L. Cutts, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W. H. Hutton, B.D. 
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JOHN KNOX. By F. M*CUNN. 

JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Glarke, M.A. 

GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. By T. Hodgkin, D.G.L. 
Other Yolumes will be announeed in due eourse. 

Pietion 

8IX 8HILLING NOVEL8 

Marie Gorelli's Novels 

Crown 8w. 6j. eaeh, 

A ROMANGE 0F TWO WORLDS. Sixteenth Edition, 

YENDETTA. Thirteenth Editiom 

THELMA Seventeenth Edition, 

ARDATH. Tenth Edition. 

THE SOUL 0F LILITH Ninth Edition, 

WORMWOOD. Eighth EdiHon, 

BARABBAS : A DREAM 0F THE WORLD»S TRAGEDY. 
Thirty-fir5t Edition. 

* The tender reverence of the treatment and the imaginative beauty of the writing 

have reeoneiled us to the daring of the eoneeption, and the conviction is forced on 
us that even so exalted a subject eannot be made too familiar to us, provided it be 
presented in the true spirit of Christian failh. The ampliiieations ot the Seripture 
narTative are often conceived with hi^h poetie insight, and this "Dream of the 
World's Tragedy " is, despite some tnfling ineongruities, a lofty and not inade- 
quate paraphrase of the supreme climax of the inspired narrative.'— Z?«^/im 
Jieview» 

THE SORROWS 0F SATAN. Thirty-sixth Edition. 

* A verY powerfuI pieee of work. . . . The eoneeption is magniiieent, and is likely 

to wm an abiding plaee within the memory of man. . . . The author has immense 
eommand of language, and a limitless audaeity. . . . This interesting and re- 
markable romanee wiU live long after mueh of the ephemeral literature of the day 
is forgotten. . . . A literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even sublime.' — W. T. 
Stbad in the Review o/Rewews. 

Anthony Hope's Novels ' 

Crown Svo, 6s» eaeh, 
THE GOD IN THE GAR. Seventh Edition, 

' A very remarkable book, deserving of eritieal analysis impossible within our limit ; 
brilhant, but not supertieial ; well eonsidered, but^ not elaborated ; eonstruetod 
with the proverbial art that eoneeals, but yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers 
to whom fine literary method \s a keen pleasure.'— The World, 

A GHANGE 0F AIR. Eourth Edition, 

'A graceful, vivacious eomedy, true to human nature. The eharaeters are traeed 
with a masterly hand.' — Times. 

A MAN 0F MARK. Eourth Edition, 

* Of all Mr. Hope's books, " A Man of Mark " is the one whieh best eompares with 
• ' The Prisoner of Zenda." ^•^National Ohserptr, 
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THE SEATS 0F THE MIGHTY. Illustrated. Eighth Edttion. 

' The best thing he has done ; one of the best things that any one h«s done lately.'— 

StTamts's GaaetU, 
* Mr. Parker seems to beeome stronger And easier with every serious novel that he 

attempts. . . • In " The Seats of the Mighty " he shows the matured power whieh 

his fonner noveIs have led ns to expect. and has produeed a really fine hist<mcBd 

novel. . . . Most^sineerely is Mr. Parker to be eongratulated oa the finest 

noveI he has yet written.* — AthenetutH, 
' Mr. Parker's latest book plaees him in the front rank of Iiving noveIists. " The 

Seats of the Mighty " b a great hoo\i:—Black and Whtte. 
' One of the strongest stories of historieal interest and adventnre that we have read 

for many a day. . . . A notable and 8uccessful book.'— 5/ra^(m 



Oonan Doyle. ROUND THE RED LAMP. By A. Gonan 
DOYLE, Author of *The White Gompany,' *The Adventures of 
Sherloek Holmes,* ete. Fifth Edition. Crown%vo, 6j. 

* The book is, indeed, eomposed of1eaves from life, and is far and away the best view 

that has been vouchsafed us behind the seenes of the eonsulting-room. It is very 
superior to " The Diary of a late Physieian.*" — Illustrated London News, 

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE RED ROBE. By Stanley 

Weyman, Author of * A Gentleman of France.* With Twelve Illus- 

trations bjr R. Gaton Woodville. Twelfth Edition, Crown 8w. dr. 
'A bookofwhich we have read every word for the sheer pleasure of reading, and 

whieh we put down with a pang that we eannot forget it all and start again.'— 

Westminster Gatette, 
' £very one who reads books at all must read this thrilling romanee, from the first 

page of whieh to the last the breathless reader b haled along. An inspiration of 

•' manliness and eourage." ' — Daily Chronicte. 

Lueag Malet. THE WAGES 0F SIN. By LUGAS 
Malet. TTtirteenth Edition, Crown Svo. 6x. 

Lueas Malet. THE GARISSIMA. By Lugas Malet, 

Author of * The Wages of Sin,* ete. Third Edition, Crown Sivo. 6s, 

Arthur Morrison. TALES 0F MEAN STREETS. ByARTHUR 

MORRISON. Pourth Edition, Crown Svo. 6x. 
' Told with eonsummate art and extraordinary detail. He tells a plain, unvamished 
tale, and the very truth of it makes for beauty. In the true humanity of the book 
lies its justification, the permanenee of its interest, and its indubitable triumph.' — 
A thenauttt, 

* A great book. The author*s method is amazingly effective, and produees a thrilling 

sense of reality. The writer la^s upon us a master hand. The book is simply 
appalling and irreslstible in its mterest It is humorous also ; without humour 
it would not make the mark it is eertain to maike'—World, 

Arthur Morrison. A GHILD 0F THE JAGO. By Arthur 

MORRISON. Third Edilion, Crown Svo. 6s. 
This, the first long story whieh Mr. Morrison has written, is like his remarkable 
' Tales of Mean Streets,' a realistie study of East End life. 

* The book is a masterpieee.' — Pall Mall Gazette, 

* Told with great vigour and poweriul simplieity.* — Atheneeum, 

Mrs. 01ifford. A FLASH 0F SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Cuf. 

FORD, Author of * Aunt Anne/ ete Seeond Edition, Crown Svo. 6s, 

' The story is a very sad and a very beautiful one, exauisitely told, and enriehed with 

many subtle touehes of wise and tender insight. It will| undoubtedly, add to its 

author's reputation—already high — in the ranks of novelists.* — Speaher. 
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Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the Honble. Emily Law- 
LESS, Author of * Maeleho,* ete. Ftfth Edition, Crown 8w. 6j. 
A reissue of MIss Lawless' most popular novel, uniforin with ' Maeleho.* 

Emily Lawless. MAELGHO : a Sixteenth Gentury Romanee. 
By the Honble. Emily Lawless. Seeond Edition, CrownSvo. 6s, 

* A really great book.* — Spedator. 

* There is no keener pleasure in life than the reoognition of genius. Good work is 

eommoner than it used to be, but the best is as rare as ever. All the mnre 
gladly, therefore, do we weleome in " Maeleho " a pieee of work of the tirst order, 
wbieh we do not hesitate to deseribe as one of the most remarkable literary 
aehieyements of this generation. Miss Lawless is possessed of the very essenee 
of historieal genius.' — Manekesttr Guardian, 

J. H. Pindlater. THE GREEN GRAYES 0F BALGOWRIE. 
By Jane H. Findlater. Third Edition, Craivn Svo, 65, 
' A powerful and vivid story.' — Standard. 

* A beautiful story, sad and strange as tnith itself.' — yanity Fair. 

' A work of remarkable interest and originality.' — Nationai Observer, 

* A very eharming and pathetie tale.' — jPaH Mall Gautte, 

' A singtilarly original, clever, and beautiful story.' — Guardian. 

' " The Green Grave8 of BalgOMrrie" reveals to us a new Seoteh writer of undoubted 

faculty and reservc force.' — Speetator. 
'An exquisite idyll, delieate, atteeting, and beautiful.'— ^/oer^ and JVAite. 

H. G. Wells. THE STOLEN BAdLLUS, and other Stories. 
By H. G. Wells, Author of *The Time Maehine.' Crovm Svo. 6s. 

* The ordinary reader of fiction may be glad to know that these stories are eminently 

readable from one cover to the other, but they are more than that ; they are the 
impressions of a very striking ima^ination, whieh, it would seem, has a great deal 
within its tesLcix.''~Saturday Remew. 

H.a. Wells. THE PLATTNER STORY AND Others. ByH. 

G. Wells. Seeond Edition. Crown Svo, 6s, 
' Weird and mysterious, they seem to hold the reader as by a magie spell.' — Seotsman. 
' Sueh is the fascination of this writer's skill that you unhesitatingly prophesy that 

none of the many readers, however his flesh do ereep, will relinquish tne voIume 

ere he has read from first word to \s&t.*—Black and Wnite. 

* No volume has appeared for a long time so likely to give equal pleasure to the 

simplest reader and to the most fastidious eritie' — Aeademy. 
' Mr. wells is a ms^eian skilled in wielding that most potent of all spells — the fear 
of the unknown. ~Z?«/^ Telegraph, 

B. F. Benson. DODO : A DETAIL 0F THE DAY. By E. F. 
Benson. Sixteenth EdUim, Crown Svo, 6s, 
' A delightiully witty sketeh o{ sodety.'-^^eetator. 

* A perpetual teast of epigram and ^^azdox,'-~Speaker. 

B. P. Benson. THE RUBIGON. By E. F. Benson, Author of 
* Dodo.* Ei/th Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 
' An exceptionad achievement ; a notable advance on his previous wotk.'—Hrationat 
Observer, 

Mrs. Olipliant. SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. By Mrs. 
OUPHANT. Crovm Svo, 6s, 
' Full of her own peeuliar eharm of style and simple, subtle character*painting eomes 
her new g^, the delightful story Defore us. The seene mostly lies in the moors, 
and at the toudi of the authoress a Seoteh moor beeomes a living thing, sirong, 
teuder, beautiful| and chaing^{\i\.*—Patt Mait Gazette, 
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J. P. Brewer. THE SPEGULATORS. By J. F. Brewer. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 
' A pretty bit of eomedy. ... It is undeniably a clever booK.' — Aeademy. 

* A clever and amusing story. It makes eapital out of the eomie aspeets of eulture, 

and will be read with amusement by eyery iutelleetual reader.' — Seotsman, 

* A remarkably clever study.' — VaHity Fair, 

Julian etorbett. A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. By 

TULIAN GoRBETT. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
'Mr. Gorbett writes with immense spirit, and the book is a thorouehly enjoyabIe 
one in all respeets. The salt of the oeean is in it, and the rightlieroie ring re- 
sounds through its gallant adventures.'— .S/^o^/r. 

L. Oope Oomford. GAPTAIN JACOBUS : A ROMANGE OF 
THEROAD. ByL.CoPECoRNFORD. Illustrated. CrownSvo, 6s, 

* An exceptionally good story of adventure and eharaeter.' — World. 

0. P. WoUey. THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. A Tale of 
Adventure. By Clive Phillips Wolley. Illustrated, Crown 
Svo. 6s, 

* A book whieh will delight boys : a book whieh upholds the healthy sehoolboy eode 

of morality.' — Seotsman. 

L. Daintrey. THE KING OF ALBERIA. A Romanee of 
the Balkans. By Laura Daintrby. Crown %vo, 6s, 

* Miss Daintrey seems to have an intimate acquaintance with the people and polities 

of the Balkan eountries in whieh the seene of her Uvely and picturesque romanee 
is \ald,*—Giasig^ow Herald. 

M. A. Owen. THE DAUGHTER 0F ALOUETTE. By 
>lARY A. OwEN. Cro7vn Svo, 6s. 
A story of life among the Ameriean Indians. 

* A fascinating iiory. ''—Literary World. 

Ito. Pinsent. CHILDREN 0F THIS WORLD. By Ellen 

F. PiNSENT, Author of * Jenny*s Case.* Crown %vo. 6s. 

* Mrs. Pinsent's new novel has plenty of vigour, variety, and good writing. There 

are eertainty of purpose, strength of toueh, and elearness of vision.' — Athemeum. 

Olark RusselL MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. 
Clark Russell, Author of *The Wreek of the Grosvenor,' ete 
Illustrated. Eourth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s, 

G. ManviUe Femi. AN ELECTRIC SPARK. ByG.MANViLLE 
Fenn, Author of * The Vicar*s Wife,' *A Double Knot,' ete Seeond 
Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

L. S. MeOhesney. UNDER SHADOW 0F THE MISSION. 
By L. S. McChesney. Crown Svo, 6s. 

* Those whose minds are open to the finer issues of life, who ean appreeiate graceful 

thought and refined expression of it, from them this volume will receive a wdeome 
as enthusiastie as it will be based on eritieal knowledge.' — CfMrch Times. 

Eonald Boss. THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By Ronald 

Ross, Author of *The Child of Oeean.* Crown S'jo, 6s. 

A romaaee of the Sea. * Weird, powerful, and vavgiXt^Vft,*-^Blaek dnd WAiie, 
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R. Pryee. TIME AND THE WOMAN. By RieHARD Pryce. 
Seeond Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s, 

Mrs. Watson. THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the Author 
of * A High Little World.* Seeond Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 

Marriott Watson. DIOGENES 0F LONDON. By 
H. B. Marriott Watson. Crozvn Svo. Buekram, 6s, 

M. Gilehrist. THE STONE DRAGON. By Murray Gil- 

GHRIST. Grown Svo, Buekram, 6s, 

* The author's faults are atoned for by eertain posit|ve and admirable merits. The 
romanees have not their eounterpart in modem literature, and to read them is a 
unique txpencncc.'—NattoMai06server, 

B. Diekinson. A VICAR'S WIFE. By Eyelyn Digkinson. 

CrowH Svo, 6s, 
E. M. Gray. ELSA. By E. M*Queen Gray. erown Svo, 6s, 
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THREE-AND-8IXPENNY NOYELS 

Crown Hvo. 

DERRIGK YAUGHAN, NOYELIST. By Edna Lyall. 

MARGERY 0F QUETHER. By S. Baring Gould. 

JACQUETTA. By S. Baring Gould. 

SUBJECT TO YANITY. By Margaret Benson. 

THE SIGN 0F THE SPIDER. By Bertram MitF0RD. 

THE MOYING EINGER. By Mary Gaunt. 

JACO TRELOAR. By J. H. Pearge. 

THE DANCE 0F THE HOURS. By^YERA.' 

A WOMAN 0F FORTY. By Esm6 Stuart. 

A eUMBERER 0F THE GROUND. By Constance 
Smith. 

THE SIN 0F ANGELS. By Eyelyn Digkinson. 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. By X. L. 

THE eOMING 0F CUCULAIN. By Standish O'Grady. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY WINGS. By Angus 
EvAN Abbott. 

THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Manyille Fenn. 

THE POISON 0F ASPS. By R. Orton Prowse. 

THE QUIET MRS. ELEMING. By R. Pryge. 

DISENGHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. By A. Shield. 

A REYEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. Cobban. 
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A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By W. E. NORRIS. 

A CAVALIER'S LADYE. By Mrs. Digker. 

THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE SUPPLANTER. By P. Neumann. 

A MAN WITH BLAGK EYELASHES. By H. A. Kennedy. 

A HANDEUL 0F EXOTICS. By S. Gordon. 

AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By Hannah Lyngh. 
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HALF-0ROWN NOVEL8 

A Serus o/Nwtls by popular AtUhors, 

1. HOYENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel RobinsoN. 

2. ELPS GHILDREN. By G. Manyille Fenn. 

3. A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Manyille Fenn. 

4. DISARMED. By M. Betham Edwards. 

5. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. Glark Russell. 

6. IN TENTAND BUNGALOW. By the Author of ' Indian 

Idylls.* 

7. MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M'Queen Gray. 

8. JACK'S EATHER. By W. E. NORRIS. 

9. JIM B. 

10. THE PLAN 0F GAMPAIGN. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

11. MR. BUTLER»S WARD. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

12. A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie Keith. 



LynnLiiiton. THETRUE HISTORYOFJOSHUA DAVID- 
SON, Ghristian and Gommunist By E. Lynn Linton. Elwntk 
Edition* Post Svo, is. 



Books for Boys and Girls o\f) 

A Series o/Books by welUknown AuthorSf well illustrated. v / 
i. THE IGELANDER'S SWORD. By S. Baring Gould. 

2. TWO LITTLE GHILDREN AND CHING. By Edith 

E CUTHBLL 

3. TODDLEBEN'S HERO. By M. M. Blakk 

4. ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. By Edith E. Guthell. 

5. THE DOGTOR OF THE JULIET. By Harry Golling- 

WOOD. 

6. MASTER R0CKAFELLAR'S V0YAGE. By W. Glark 

RUSSELL. 

7. SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who would not go to Sea, 

By G. Manyille Fenn. 
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The Peaeoek Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors, 
handsomely bound in blue and siher^ and well illustrated, 

1. A PINGH 0F EXPERIENCE. By L. B. Walpord. 

2. THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. Molesworth. 

3. THE SEGRET 0F MADAME DE MONLUG. By the 

Author of * Mdle Mori.* 

4. DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr, Author of * Adam and Eve.' 

5. OUT 0F THE EASHION. By L. T. Meade. 

6. A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. Meade. 

7. HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. 2s, 6d, 

8. THE HONOURABLE MISS. By L. T. Meade. 

9. MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. Leith Adams. 

University Extension Series 

A series of books on historieal, literary, and seientiAe subjects, suitable 
for extension students and home-reading eireles. Eaeh voIume is eom- 
plete in itself, and the subjects are treated by eompetent writers in a 
broad and philosophie spirit. 

Edited byj. E. SYMES, M.A., 
Prineipal of University GoIIege, Nottingham. 

Orown Zvo, Priee (with some exceptions) 2s, 6d. 

Thefollowing volumes are ready : — 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY 0F ENGLAND. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
D.Litt., M.A., late Seholar of Wadham College, Oxon., Gobden PrizemaD. 
Fifth Edition^ Revised, With Maps and Plans, y. 

' A eompaet and elearstory ofour industrial development. A studyof this eoneise 
but luminous book eannot fail to give the reader a elear insight into the prineipal 
phenomenaof our industrial histor>r. The editor and publishers are to be eongrat* 
ulated on this iirst yolume of their yenture, and we shall look with expectant 
interest for the sueeeeding yolumes of the series.' — Uniuersity E^tension JoumaL 

A HISTORY 0F ENGLISH POLITIGAL EGONOMY. By L. L. Prige, 
M.A., Eellow of Oriel Gollege, Oxon. Seeond Edition. 

PROBLEMS 0F POYERTY : An Inquiry into the Industrial Gonditions of 
the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. Third Edition, 

VICTORLAN POETS. By A. Sharp. 

THE FRENCH REYOLUTION. By J. E. SymeS. M.A 

PSYGHOLOGY, By F. S. Granger, M.A 
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THE EYOLUTION OF PLANT L1FE : Lower Forms. By G. MassEE. 
WiiA Illmtrations, 

AIR AND WATER. Professor V. B. Lewes, M.A. Illustrated, 

THE GHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. By C. W. Kimmins, 
M.A. Illustrated, 

THE MEGHANieS OF DAILY LIFE. By V. P. Sells, M. A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH SOeiAL REFORMERS. H. de B. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE SEYENTEENTH 
OENTURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 

THE GHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary Prineiples of Ohemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muir, M.A. Illustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK 0F AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. By M. C. Potter, 
M.A.. F.L.S. Illustrated. y. (>d. 

THE VAULT OF HEAYEN. A Popular Introduetion to Astronomy. 
By R. A. Gregory. With numerons Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of Weather and Climate. By H. N. 
DieKSON, E.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soe. Illustrated. 

A MANUAL 0F ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. By George J. Burgh, 
M. A. With numerous Illustrations. 31. 

THE EARTH. An Introduetion to Physiography. By EvAN Small, M, A. 
Illustrated» 

INSEOT LIFE. By F. W. Theobald, M.A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FR0M BLAKE TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
DiX0N, M.A. 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOYERNMENT. By E. Jenks, M.A., Professor of 
Law at University Gollege, Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By G. L. Digkinson, Eellow of King's 
College, eambridge. 

Soeial Ouestions of To-day 



Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, D.Litt, M.A. 
Crown $vo, 2s. 6d. 
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A series of yolumes upon those topies of soeial, eeonomie, 
and industrial interest that are at the present moment fore- 
most in the publie mind. Eaeh voIume of the series is written by an 
author who is an aeknowledged authority upon the subject with wnieh 
he deals. 

ThefoUowing Volumes o/the Series are ready : — 

TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND OLD. By G. HowELL, Author of 
' The Conflicts of Oapital and Labour.' Seeond Edition. 

THE CO-OPERATIVE MOYEMENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holyoake, 
Author of ' The History of Co-Operation. ' Seeond Edition. 

MUTUAL THRIET. By Rev. J. Frome Wilkinson, M.A., Author of 
* The Eriendly Soeiely Moveraent.' 
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PROBLEMS 0F POYERTY : An Inquiry into the Industrial Gonditions of 
the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. Third Edition, 

THE eOMMERGE OF NATIONS. By C. F. Bastaple, M.A., Professor 
of Eeonomies at Trinity GoUege, Dublin. 

THE ALIEN INYASION. By W. H. Wilkins, B.A., Seeretary to the 
Soeiety for Preventing the Immigration of Destitute Aliens. 

THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. Anderson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By Harold Cox, B. A. 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. By H. de B. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A., 
and R. A. Hadpield, of the Heela Works, Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND : An Inquiry into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 
By H. E. MooRE. 

TRUSTS, POOLS AND OORNERS: AsaffectingCommerceandIndustry. 
By J. Stephen Jeans, M.R.I., F.S.S. 

THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. Cooke Taylor. 

THE STATE AND ITS GHILDREN. By Gertrude Tugkwell. 

WOMEN'S WORK. By Lady Dilke, Miss Bulley, and Miss Whitley. 

MUNieiPALITIES AT WORK. The Munieipal Poliey of Six Great 
Towns, and its InAuenee on their Soeial Welfare. By Frederick Dolman. 

SOeiALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. By M. Kaupmann. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORKING GLASSES. By R. F. Bowmaker. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC ASPEG^. 
By W, euNNiNGHAM, D.D., Eellow of Trinity Gollege, Cambridge. 

THE PROBLEM 0F THE UNEMPLOYED. By J. A. HOBSON, B.A., 
Author of ' The Problems of Poverty.' 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By Arthur Sherwell, M. A. SeeondEdition, 



elassieal Translations 

EditedbyH. F. FOX, M.A.,FellowandTutor ofBrasenoseColIege,Oxford. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a New Series of Translations from the 
Greek and Latin dassies. They have enlisted the services of some 
of the best Oxford and Gambridge Seholars, and it is their intention that 
the Series shall be distinguished by literary excellence as well as by 
seholarly aeeuraey. 

^SeHYLUS— Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eumenides. Translated by Lewis 
Gampbell, LL.D., late Professor of Greek at St. Andrews, 51. 

CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. P. MoOR, M.A. y, 6d, 

CICERO — Seleet Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Murena, Philippie IL, In 
Catilinam). Translated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of Trinity OoUege, Oxford. 51. 
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eiGERO— De Natura Deorum. Translated by F. Brooks, M.A., late* 
Seholar of Balliol Gollege, Oxford. 3^. 6cl, 

LUeiAN — Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, learo-Menippus, The Cock, TheShip, The 
Parasite, The Lover of Palsehood). Translated by S. T. IR wiN, M. A. , Assis- 
tant Master at Clifton ; late Seholar of Exeter College, Oxford. y, 6d, 

SOPHOeLES— Eleetra and Ajax. Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, 
M.A., Assistant Master at Winehester. zs, 6d. 

TAeiTUS— Agrieola and Germania. Translated by R. B. ToWNSHEND, 
late Seholar of Trinity Oollege, Cambridge. 2s. 6d. 

Edueational Books 

CLA8SICAL 

PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with Introduetion, Oommentary, and 
Critical Notes by J. M'CosH, M. A. Fcap. ^to. i2s. 6d. 
'The notes are eopious, and eontain a greatdeal of information tbat is good and 
useful. ' — eiassieal Review. 

TACITI AGRieOLL With Introduetion, Notes, Map, ete. By R. F. 
Davis, M. A. , Assistant Master at Weymouth College. Crown Bvo. 2s. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Crown Svo. 2s. 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEGTIONS. With Vocabulary. By A. C. 
LiDDELL, M.A., Assistant Master at Nottingham High Sehool. Fcap, 
Bvo. is. 6d. 

SELEGTIONS FROM THE ODYSSEY. By E. D. Stone, M.A., late 
Assistant Master at Eton. Fcap. Bvo, is. 6d. 

PLAUTUS : THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms by J. H. Eresse, 
M.A., late Fellow of St. John's, Cambridge. is. 6d. 

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST CONON AND CALLICLES. Editedwith 
Notes and Vocabulary, by F. Darwin Swift, M.A., formerly Seholar 
of Queen's GoUege, Oxford; Assistant Master at Denstone Gollege. 
Fcap. Bvo, 2s. 

GERMAN 

A eOMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. Bv H. de B. Gibbins. D.Litt., 
M.A., Assistant Master at Nottingham High SehooL Crown Bvo, is. 6d, 

GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M'OUEEN Gray. Crown Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

8C/ENCE 
THE WORLD 0F SCIENCE. Ineluding Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, 
Magnetism, Eleetrieity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, Astronomy, and 
Geology. By R. Elliott Steel, M.A., F.C.S. 147 lUustrations. 
Seeond Edition. Croivn Bvo. 2s. 6d. 
* If Mr. Steel is to be plaeed seeond to any for tbb quality of laeidlty, it is only to 
Huxley himseir ; and to be named in the same breath with this master eKT the 
craft of teaehing is to be aoeredited with the oleamess of style and simplieity of 
arrangement that belong to thorough mastery of a subject.' — Partnis' Revi«w, 

ELEMENTARY LIGHT. By R. E. Steel. With numerous IUustrations. 
Crown Bvo. ^s. 6d, 
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ENGUSH 

ENGLISH REGORDS. A C.ompanion to the History of England. By 

H. E. Malden, M.A. Crown 8vo. y, 6d. 
A book whieh aims at eoneentrating infonnation upon dates, genealogy, officiaIs, eon- 

stitutional doeuments, ete, whieh is usually found seattered in different volumes. 
THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS AND DUTIES. By H. E. 

Malden, M.A. ij. 6d» 
* The book goes over the same ground as is traversed in the sehool books on this 

subject written to satbfy the reouirements of the Edueation Code. It would 

senre admirably the purposes ot a text-book, as it is well based in historieal 

facts, and keeps quite elear of party TasLXX9xs.''—Scotsman. 

METHUEN'8 GOMMERGIAL 8ERIE8 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, D.Litt., M.A. 
BRITISH eOMMERGE AND GOLONIES FROM ELIZABETH TO 

VICTORIA. By H. de B. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A., Author of 'The 

Industrial History of England,' ete. , ete. , 2J. 
eOMMERdAL EKAMINATION PAPERS. By H. de B. Gibbins, 

D.Litt., M.A., is. 6d. 
THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. By H. DE B. Gibbins, D.Litt, 

M.A. is. 6d, 
A MANUAL OF FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. 

By S. E. Bally, Modern Language Master at the Manehester Grammar 

Sehool. 2s, 
GERMAN eOMMERdAL C0RRESP0NDENCE. By S. E. Bally, 

Assistant Master at the Manehester Graramar Sehool. trown Svo. 2s. 6d, 

A FRENCH eOMMERdAL READER. By S. E. Bally. 2^. 
eOMMERdAL GEOGRAPHY, with speeial reference to Trade Routes, 

New Markets, and Manufacturing Distriets. By L. W. Lyde, M.A., of 

the Aeademy, Glasgow. 2s. 

A PRIMER 0F BUSINESS. By S. Jackson, M.A. is. 6d. 

eOMMERdAL ARITHMETIG. By F. G. Taylor, M.A. is. 6d. 

PR^eiS WRITING ANP OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. 
Whitpield, M.A. 

W0RK8 BY A. M. M. 8TEDMAN, M.A. 

INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elementary Aeeidenee. Steond Edition, 

Fcap. Svo. is. 
FIRST LATIN LESSONS. FourtA Edition. Crown Svo. 2s. 
FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 

Primer and Vocabulary. Third Edition, iSmo. is. 6d. 
EASY SELEGTIONS FROM GAESAR. Part i. The HeWetian War. 

iSmo. is. 

EASY SELEGTIONS FROM LIVY. Part L The Kings of Rome. iSmo. 

is. 6d. 
EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fi/tk 

Edition. Fcap. Svo, is. 6d. 

EKEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons in Latin Aeeidenee. With Yoeabulary. 
Crown Svo. is, 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REYISED LATIN PRKMER. With Yoeabulary. Sixth 
Edition, Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. Is^ued with the eonsent of Dr. Kennedy, 



